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The flattering reception given to this Play, on its repeated perform- 
ances at the Theatbe Royal, Plymouth, in 1848, under the liberal 
management of J. R. Newcombe, Esq., h^is encouraged the belief, that its 
appearance, in a printed form, may not be unacceptable ; to those, at least, 
who were interested by its representation : nor can the Author forego this 
opportunity of expressing his sense of what is due to the Pebfobmebs, 
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ERRATA. 

Page 48, for ** Soldership " read " Soldiefehip." 
48, " Wallenbode " " D'Abqenton." 
62, ** Saxon" "Saxony." 

74, " Soldership " " Soldiership." 

98, '« Checks " " Cheeks." 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



ENGLISH. 

Richard the First, King of England. 
Prince John, RicharcCs Brother. 
Blondel, a Minstrel. 
D'Argenton, a Nobleman. 
Earl of Leicester. 

FiTZURSE. 

Barons J Mayor of London^ Citizens^ Sgc. 
Berengaria, Richard^s Queen. 
Eleanor, the Queen Mother. 



GERMAN. 

Henry, Emperor of Germany. 

Leopold, Archduke of Austria. 

Meinhard ) 

Wallenrode 

Jonas, a professor of Court Wisdom. 

Schwanker, a Court Fool. 

Elector of Saxony, Nobles^ Bishops^ Soldiers^ 8fc. 

Teresa, an accomplished Girl of lowly birth. 

Marianna, a Court Attendant. 
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SCENE. 
FOUR ACTS IN GERMANY. 
THE FITTH IN ENGLAND. 



PROLOGUE 
Spoken J in character j by the Performer o/'schwankbr. 



Ladies and Gentlemen ; 't is still our way. 

To usher in, with Prologue, a new Play ; 

And, by old custom's order 't is, that I 

The part of Prologue thus do briefly try. 

Shakespeare, — for Richard^ number Tiro, and Three^ — 

Has done, what none could do, save only He ; 

And, now, — that, what is to do, may be done^ — 

We come to do our best for number One. 

The Second Richard oft has mov'd our tears ; 

The Tyrant Thirds as often, stirr'd our fears : 

Our Author fills a breach up, in the past ; 

And, the First Richard makes his bow — at last. 

Be gentle with him on his opening night. 

For, 'tween ourselves, he 's in a royal fright. 

Yield but to him his best intention 's due ; 

And e'en his Lion-Heart shall yield to you. 



RICHARD THE FIRST. 



ACT I. 

SCENE 1 -A SECLUDED WOOD NEAE VIENNA. 

d'argenton discovered. 

d'argenton. 
'Tis two hours past th' appointed time, and yet 
He comes not. Ever faithful to his word 
Till now, I fain would think his strange delay 
Gives signal of good tidings ; for, in truth. 
This LiON-hunt is overlong, and I 
Of hunters the most weary. 

(blondel, without) D'Argenton ! 
Surely his voice ! 

(blondel, without) D'Argenton ! 
Blondel ? Here ! 

(Enter blondel.) 
Welcome the shades of ev'ning, with my friend ! 
But why thus late ? if not detain'd by news 
Of hope at least, I'll trust to hope no more. 

BLONDEL. 
Upbraid nor me, nor Hope. Though my delay 
Lacks the excuse thou'dst wish me to afford, 
I still lack not excuse. But, first, — hast thou 
No news ? — 

d'argenton (despondingly ;) 
None. 

BLONDEL. 

Be not thus despairing, man ! 

Thou, who wert hottest to set forth from England, 
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To find the King, or to return no more. 
Art grown the coolest in pursuit. For me, 
I had been here most faithfully, but for 
A woman's cry, which he who answers not 
With speed responsive to the flight of sound. 
Shall woman's love ne'er merit. Passing through 
Yon wood, I saw a form of gentlest mould, 
With falt'ring haste and fearful eye, approach. 
Ere I could join the pathway, she had pass'd ; 
But, hearing me, look'd back in wild dismay. 
And saw her rude pursuer prostrate fall 
Beneath the blow with which I greeted him ! 
A moment more, and, in a deathlike swoon. 
She lay within my arms. The villain rose 
With stagg'ring effort, burthen'd with his shame, 
And slunk away ; but, cloak himself from scorn 
As best he may, he'll carry on his brow 
The impress of his baffled infamy. 

D*ARGENTON. 

So> thou hast started Game — at last. Although 

No Lion, yet a most voracious Wolf 

And gentle Lamb. Why, thou must needs go on : — 

A ballad thus commenc'd with Beauty sav'd, 

Can but proceed to valour's best reward 

In Beauty won and wedded. 

BLONDEL. 

Jester, peace ! 

Thou know'st I'm constant to a nobler love, — 

The love of my fix'd purpose to restore 

To England's fond embrace her Royal Master. 

Come with me to yon cottage. 

D'ARGENTON. 

Is he there ? 
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BLONDE L. 

As much of him as goes with me, — no more. 
Yet pr'y thee cease this ill-assorted mirth. 
And, with a sober'd courtesy, address 
The trembling fair one who awaits our escort. 

D*ARGENTON. 
And whither goes she ? 

BLONDEL. 

Nay, what matters it ? 

Belike she is our escourt, e'en as we 

Are hers : nor will I churlishly repress 

Th' unbiddeli divination of my soul. 

That she may lead us, with unconscious aid 

To our most wish'd for end. 

d'argenton (looking off J 
Is this the maid ? 

Enter teresa. 

BLONDEL. 

My fair one, why art here ? A moment more 
And we had sought thee. Pr'y thee look upon 
This gentleman as, equally with me. 
Thine honorable friend. . 

TERESA. 

I will believe it. Sir. 

At other time I'll speak, in fiill, my gratitude; 

But, now, I know your duties bid you hence, 

D'ARGENTON. 
Nay, Lady, let us wait thy gath'ring strength : 

TERESA. 

Believe me, gentlemen, I'm much refresh'd, 
And am in perfect readiness to go. 

BLONDEL (taking her arm within his,) 
I'st far thou hast to walk ? — 

B 2 
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TERESA. 
A brief half hour, 

E'en at my lagging pace, will bring mc home : 
For, truth to speak, I cannot hope to move 
With that alacrity would bear you on, 
Were I not here to clog your nimbleness. 

BLONDE!^ 

Tax not the ready impulse of our hearts 
With draughts upon our slowly answering wit ; 
But fr?ely take, as gentle woman's due, 
What we, as gentle Knights, are bound to offer. 

TERESA (d'argenton assisting to support her.) 
I thank you. Sir. Heav'n's blessing on you both. 
Be not impatient if I'm slow at first. 
I shall get vigour from the fresh'ning air, 
And, shortly, move with lighter foot. Thanks ; thanks 

Exeunt 



SCENE 2.-A HALL IN THE CASTLE OF MEINHABD. 

Ahmed soldiebs : some carousing : oth^ lying around 
as if depressed by wounds and fatigue, 
FIRST SOLDIER. 

Fill up comrades ! A bumper to the Lion that has 
given us such sport to-day. By my sword, he well 
deserves his name. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

True : or what name should tve deserve ? A score 
of us upon one ; and a score too few to make quick 
work of it. For me, I'm left but half myself 
FIRST SOLDIER. 

What ? Is it so hard with thee ? Pshaw, man, — drink. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Aye will I : and to the Lion, as thou say'st. 
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SOLDIERS (drinkingj 
To the Lion !— 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Hush, comrades ! not so loud. Ye know, as well as 
I, that if the name of our royal captive escape these 
walls, 'twere well that we should escape also. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

But why this secrecy ? Our master, Meinhard, has 
surely a right to arrest the suspected murderer of his 
relation the Marquis Conrad ; and, if Richard, Eong of 
England — 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Silence ! Madman. Breathe not his name so plain- 
ly. Our master has more reason for his secrecy, than 
we a right to ask it. We are even too free in calling 
him the King of Beasts , for " Coeur de Lion " is now 
the common scare-all with every old hag in Christen- 
dom. You know how he came by the name ? — 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Simply for his courage : was it not ? 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Nay, there's more than simply that. Hast not heard 
how a furious Lion once rushed upon him, — 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

THIRD SOLDIER. 
Nay ; if thou 'rt not in the mood to hear it, — 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Pardon, comrade : but how many men go to the mak- 
ing up of a Lion ? 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Why, by thy own showing, one man such as he, or 
forty such as thou. Art answer'd ? 
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SECOND SOLDIER. 

Aye, more angrily than truly. 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Truly not, Did'st not say, — 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Well, well : mend thy temper, and TU not mar thy tale. 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

I will not tell it. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Then I will,— 

SOLDIERS. 

Aye — aye — Let's have it. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Well. This furious Lion rushed upon him, — 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Thou forget'st to say, he saw the Lion, ere it rushM,^- 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

True ; I but remember thy own words, 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Well then, I should have said, he saw the Lion com- 
ing; wrapped his mantle round his arm ; and, as the 
Lion rushed forward, he thrust his hand between the 
brute's jaws into his body, and tore out its heart ! 
Thence his name of " Coeur de Lion." 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Pshaw ! thou hast forgotten the main surpassing 
point of all. 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

What is it ?— 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Why,, that he ate the heart, " hot and raw !" 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

In truth I believe not that part o'the story. 
CThey all laugh at him. J 



SCENE II.] RICHARD THE FIRST. 7 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Was ever Infidel more unbelieving ! Then thou be- 
lievest not in his taking children for pork, and treating 
the Soldan s ambassadors to a feast of boiled Saracen's 
heads ? 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Thou 'rt saucy comrade. Look to thine own head, 
lest I prepare it for the Lion's breakfast. 
SECOND SOLDIER. 

Away ! Thy threat has in't more drink than daring ! — 

THIRD SOLDIER (drawing,) 
Come on ! — 

Enter meinhard and wallenrode. 
( Wallenrode's brow bound up as if wounded.) 

MEINHARD. 

Obedient to thy challenge, I am here ! 

To whom cry'st thou, ** come on ?" Now, by our faith, 

Thou merit'st death for this ill-seasoned brawl. 

Be sUent, sirrah ! Nothing can avail 

Save such excuse as I may choose to find 

In mem'ry of the valiant aid thou gav'st 

In capturing this Islander : — so retire. 

(The soldiers retire to the back of the stage.) 
Believe me, Wallenrode, I deeply grieve 
At this thy accident. 

WALLENRODE. 

Nay, His not much. 

'Twas more the sharpness of the rock 'gainst which 

I fell, than hurtful force, that gave the wound. 

MEINHARD. 

Trust not thyself again upon a steed 
So vicious. Is thy surgeon skilM ? 

WALLENRODE. 

Ay€ : unequall'd. But, of this, pray think no more. 
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I thirst to learn the happy chance, which has 
Consigned this dog of Englan'l, to thy keeping. 

MEINHARD. 

Thus, then, it was. Imprudence as thou know'st. 

Co-equal with brute valour, ever marked 

Rude Richard's progress. With the cloak and beard 

Of ^' Hugh the Merchant *' (such was his disguise) 

He still would manifest by word and act 

The Monarch's mood : would buy where he should seU, 

Command where he should sue, and barter goods 

Of price for price-less toys. Our traffickers 

Soon prov'd the knavery of cloak and beard, 

While certain golden coins of Eastern stamp, 

Dispersed with royal prodigality, 

Betray'd him like false friends to rous'd suspicion. 

Surmise became prolific ; till, at length. 

The merchanty to obtain free passage through 

My territory, sends me, —this. 

f shewing a ring. J 

WALLENRODE. 

The ring ! 

The ruby ring he had of Tancred, King 

Of Sicily !— 

MEINHARD. 

Ev'n that. I knew it well. 
And lost no time in measures for his capture. 
But, Wallenrode, it was scarce more than chance 
My men o'er master'd him : — 

WALLENRODE. 

Slight ! 'Tis his name. 

Men hear him called " a Lion," and they meet 

His blow as fearfully as if he tvere one. 

MEINHARD. 

Was't, then, that name alone, which nerv'd the arm 
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That hurl'd thee from St. George's Mount ! 

WALLENRODE (offended.) 
My Lord ! — 

MEINHARD. 

Thy pardon, Wallenrode. I would but say 

It is a jealous weakness to deny 

His body's strength, or bosom's bravery, 

WALLENRODE. 
If he be such a hero in thy sight. 
Why not acquit him Marquis Conrad's death 
And let him free ? 

MEINHARD. 

Shall I be plain with thee ? 

And yet — as I am candid — be thou secret : — 

I do acquit him of the Marquis' death : 

But, in his proud and rough contemptuous spirit, 

His several insults offer'd to our chiefs. 

And — ^more than all — his value as a prize 

For ransom — mark me : in all these, I find 

Due cause for his detention. 

WALLENRODE. 
So far, well : 

Yet, how wilt thou secure the ransom ? For 
The Emperor may claim the captive, as 
The Empire's prisoner ; thy capturing, 
No more than duty to thy Sovereign. 

MEINHARD. 

Well ask'd. I 'm ventur'd in a barque, which holds 
But with the secrecy of all who man it. 
The Emperor shall know the Lion's safe ; 
But — ^whether to be yielded up, or not — 
Th' imperial coffers shall determine me. 

WALLENRODE. 

And who negociates in thy behalf? 
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MEINHARD. 

Wbjy dullaxd ; think'st thou I 'd entrust my scheme. 
Save unto him who shall effect it ? Thou. 

WALLENRODE. 

I '11 do 't with all my soul. 

MEINHARD. 

Thus, then, we 'U act 

The arch-duke Leopold, to-morrow, gives 

A general banquet which I 'm bound t' attend, 

And thou shalt with me. There, we 'U hope to find 

No guess of Richard's custody, — for Leopold, 

As owner of my vassallage, might seek 

To claim my prize money ; and so, 

'Twixt Duke and Emperor, I should retain 

The /ante of Richard's capture, and no more. 

Assur'd that Leopold is uninform'd, 

I will proceed, through thee (myself unknown) 

To bargain with the Emperor. My plot 

1 11 presently mature in privacy ; 

But, rather than that any one save thou 

Should share my gains, I '11 ope his cage's door 

And let the Lion free. 

f Enter an attendant.) 
How fares your prisoner ? 

ATTENDANT. 
My Lord, he sends t' inquire how it fares with those 
Who made him pris'ner ? for he fears lest some 
Should bear a smarting mem'ry of their conquest 
This says he in a mirthful way of mock 
Condolency ; and asks, as balm for his 
" Sad wounds," the harp left at the widow's house 
Where late he lodg'd. 

MEINHARD. 
His heart's invincible ! 



SCENE III.] RICHARD THE FIRST. 11 

WALLENRODB. 

Nay, we shall tame it, yet. 

METNHARD. 
Fulfil his wish. 

Ea:it attendant. 
Now soldiers, keep close watch. Ye know the terms 
On which I hold your faithful secrecy : — 
And, — no more wrangling ! Come, Count Wallenrode. 
Exeunt meinhard and wallenrode. 
The scene closes on the soldiers. 



SCENE 8.-EXTEBI0B OF MEINHAED'S CASTLE. 
Enter blondel, d'aroenton, and teresa. 

TERESA. 

Good Knights, you 11 joy to know your pains end here. 

Within yon humble home live those, who will, 

To mine, add their parental gratitude ; 

And, from their pious hearts, at once, pour forth 

Their dues to heaven and their pray'rs for you. 

'Beseech you, enter. 

BLONDEL. 

Willingly, fair maid, 

We will attend you ; but our sojourn must 
Be brief. We 're bent on a discovery 
Which ever calls on haste and sleepless care. 

TERESA. 

What is it, gentle Sirs, you follow thus 
With such untiring zeal ? Yet pardon one, 
Who asks, the rather in vain thought of aid. 
Than from an idle curiosity. 

D'ARGENTON. 

Our chase is useless, Maiden, as the aim 

Which vain ambition makes for happiness. 

2 



12 RICHARD THE FIRST. [act i. 

BLONDEL. 

ni-boding D'Argenton ! I pr'y thee, back 

To England. While I Ve lunbs will bear me on. 

No faintness shall deny my heart's progression. 

D'ARGENTON. 

Nay, I will not desert thee^ though by hope 
Myself deserted. Say, what Tow'rs are these ? 

BLONDEL. 

Strange, being so lofty and majestical, 
They did not greet us earlier ! — Observe ; 

(aside to UArgenionJ 
Not more was Richard in your view, than were 
Those Tow'rs, a moment ere you saw them ! 

TERESA. 

This is the castle of Count Meinhard, Sir. 

BLONDEL, 

That name's prophetical ! (ctside to UArgenton) 

What know'st thou more ? 

TERESA. 

But little. Sir, save this, — ^that 't is the jail 

Of many a captive ; and, among them, one 

Ta'en but this morning : — a mysterious man, 

Self styl'd " the Merchant, Hugh j" but rather deem'd 

Some foreign Noble so disguis'd, 

BLONDEL. 

Proceed ! — 

TERESA. 

For reasons, which Count Meinhard can divulge,— 
(But which 't were guilt in lowly folks to know, — ) 
The Merchant —if he be one — was this mom 
Arrested by the soldiers of the Count, 
And, after giant-like resistance, captur'd. 

BLONDEL. 

D'Argenton! mark. 
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Thou *st seen him, hast thou not ? (To Teresa,) 

TERESA. 

O, yes. In stature, as in strength, he seem'd 
Beyond the common, far. A lengthy beard 
Hung o'er his spacious chest, — 

D'ARGENTON. 

A beard : — 

BLONDEL (aside to jyArgenton.J 
Dull man : the Merchant's— not the King's ! 

TERESA. 

Yes, Sir ; a beard of darkish hue ; and, on 
His finger, gleam'd a ruby ring : — 

BLONDEL (aside.) 
'T is he !— 

d'argenton (aside.) 
'T is strange, I do avow — 
What know'st thou else ? (To Teresa.) 

TERESA. 

That he could tune his harp to sweetest strains of 
melody. 

d'argenton (aside to Blondel.J 
We Ve trac'd him, Blondel, sure ! 

TERESA (looking off.) 
Hush ! for yoiu: lives ! Good Gentlemen 
Here is the Count : — and, see ! my rude assailant ! 
O, let me hence : — 

BLONDEL. 

Go thou before. We '11 follow. 

Ea^it TERESA 

BLONDEL and d'argenton retire. 
Enter meinhard and wallenrode. 
MEiNHARD (speaking off.) 
Go sirrah. Take our horses to the foot 
O' the second hill. There wait our coming. 
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Soy my good Wallenrodey now all 's secure. 
We '11 join the arch-duke's revels at Vienna. 
And yet I fear, lest my large secret rend 
The bonds of thy mere verbal promise, — ^ha ? 

WALLENRODE. 

But smooth thy anxious looks, 't will all be weU. 
A subtle eye might see, betray'd, a secret, 
Which soon a subtle tongue would cozen forth. 

MEINHARD. 

Ever my good adviser. For awhile 

We '11 bid adieu to Durrhenstein's proud toVrs^ — 

Prouder than ever in their prisoner ! 

Exeunt meinhabd and wallbnUodb. 
(blondel and d'aroenton come forward.) 

BLONDEL. 

Did'st hear ? Confess thou entertainest, now, 
A conflict, wherein confidence is firm, 
And pale mistrust is yielding. O my fiiend ! 
My heart flies upward to yon grated loop ; 
And beats, with thwarted love, against the bars 
Which coop our Royal Master ! 

D'ARGENTON. 

Still, be calm. 

Was never caution more requir'd than now. 

BLONDEL. 

Good D'Argenton, go with me in each step 
My soul directs. That tow'r seems blazon'd round 
With England's heraldry ! Methinks I see 
The King's hand beckon me ! Resistless fate 
Commands I scale those battlements ! 

D'ARGENTON. 

Behold : your fair protected one returns. 

(Re-enter teresa.) 
But suffer me to follow up a thought 
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May lead to more. {To Blondel.) 

The harp we spoke of; — can we see it ? (To Teresa.) 

TEaESA. 

It has been forwarded (I have just leam'd) 
To cheer the prisoner's solitude. 

BLONDEL. 

Enough ! — 

Now, fair one, lead : — a moment's conference. 

And we will follow : — 

Ea.it TERESA. 
D'ARGENTON. 

Blondel, I Ve a plan 

Will please thee well, for 't is poetical ; 

And me^ for it is plain. If (as thou tbink'st) 

Yon grated window lights the royal cell, 

An arrow from my bow dball enter it 

With means for rescue. Get thee, then, beneath ; 

And, in the prisoner's hearing, play the air 

Jointly compos'd by Richard and thyself. 

And to yourselves alone familiar :— 

BLONDEL. 

I see ! — No more ! — And, should it be the Eong, 
His notes responsive will come freely forth. 
As shall the King himself to follow them ! 

Eaceunt 



SCEOT 4.-A CHAMBEB IN THE CASTLE. 
RiCHABD discovered. 

RICHARD. 

Thus fortune plays with Kings : and he, whose soul 
Found England's confines like a prison's limits, 
Now, in a prison, finds his only realm ! 
With quick ambition's wandering eye I 've rang'd 
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The startled world ; and, now, the world, in tiim. 

With curious gaze condensed, comes stealthily, 

To peep upon me through an eyelet-hole ! 

The mailed Monarch ! — ^he, whose royal word 

Has been a thunderbolt, — ^whose fame in arms 

Has won the hate of envious fellowship, — 

Whose name a by-word has become, to scare 

Rash children, — and whose shadow justifies 

The halt o' the frighted war-horse, — Him the world 

Now views, the helpless captive of a vassal count ; 

With empty thoughts alone at his command, 

And a poor harp his sole companion ! 

Ah ! Blondel ! Couldst thou see thy master now, 

How sad would be thy dulcet canzonette ! 

Thou wert my music teacher. I have had 

In every grace a tutor, save in one — 

Humility — ^which if I leam not now. 

Count Meinhard must forgive my stubbornness. 

In faith, I 'm weary ; and by gentle sleep 

Solicited. Kind wench, to visit thus 

A dungeon's tenant. My poor Blondel ! 

{He is almost asleep^ when 
Blondefs music is heard 
without — The music ceases.) 
No — ^no — impossible. 'T was but a dream. 
Sleep came upon me as I thought of him. 
And BlondeFs phantom therefore greeted me 
With phantom sounds. — {He rises.) 

Methought I heard the air 

We last together play'd, upon the eve 
Of our departure for the Holy Land. 
I '11 see if yet my memory retain it. 

{He plays on his harp the first 
part of the canzonette.) 
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Thus fax spoke Richard : Blondel thus replied : — 

{He is about to continue the air 
when it is taken up by Bloh- 
del without.) 
By valiant George, but this is more than thought ! 
Then dreamt I not before ; else dream I now ; 
And I shall wake beneath my tent, to find 
My peace with Saladin, my shipwreck and 

Captivity, an idle phantasy ! Again ! — 

(Blondel is heard to play ano- 
ther air to which Richard 
listens with much agitation.) 
'T is he ! My faithful Blondel's minstrelsy, 
So touch'd, proclaims the minstrel's self I I '11 drop 
This signal from the window : — 

{He takes a ribboned cross from 

his neck and drops it. 

Quickyloudy and joyful music 
is heard, as if in recognition 
of the signal.) 
(Enter an attendant.) 
How, sirrah ! rudely thus intruded on ! 
Ere next thou 'dst enter, knock inquiringly, 
Lest, on thy entrance, / should knock too hard. 

ATTENDANT. 

Your pardon". Sir ; I came but to inquire 
When you would eat ? 

RICHARIX 

Not, Sir, till I have slept. 

An hour hence ; nor enter then, unless 

I bid thee. Hence ! and mark the warning giv'n. 

ATTENDANT. 

I shall Sir. 

D 
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RICHARD. 
Shouldst thou not,— Lcx>k to it friend. 

Exit ATTENDANT. 

Now— in this hour of " Sleep,"— must all be done ! 

(He goe9 to the wimdow and 
pnlU at one of the bars.) 
A murrain on this bar ! It but prevents 
The sight of my true Minstrel :— Ha ! an arrow ! 

{An arrow Jiies ikroaph tie 
Mfindow over RichardPs 
shoylder.) 
Well aim'd : but wherefore ? and by whom ? 

(tikes up the arrow.) 
Good : good. T is but a friendly messenger. 
With leaded point, and silken cord attached. 
Come forth, thou stubborn hindrance to my view ! 

(He pulls out the har^ and looks 
from the window,) 
'T is be ! — and D'Argenton, my Norman Knight ! 
Let* s see what fish my line may furnish me. 

(He draws in the silken cord 
till hejinds a rope attached 
to it. 
A trusty cord ! Good fortune, hold but on, 
And I '11 forgive thee ev'ry past offence. 

(looking ouL) 
They beckon :— then the way is clear. I come. 

(He attaches the rope to the 
iron bar ; fixes the Itar across 
the window; and disappears 
through the opening.) 

Scene closes. 
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SCENE 5 -OUTSIDE THE CASTLE. 

BLONDEL and D'aRGENTON, 

looking off in great ayiluiion. 
BLONDEL. 

Thinkst thou he '11 do it ? My life is on this chance ! 

D'ABGENTON. 

As mine ; — but, see ! The peril is o'er-past. 

He has reached the plalform. Blondel, mount that rock 

And beckon him. Hold, take this sword. 

BLONDEL {having ascended the rock.) 
He comes ! — 

D'ARQENTON. 

Then will I forward to yon gate, and there 
Be ready with our horses. 

BLONDEL. 

Quick ! Away ! 

ExU d'argenton. 
{Blondel beckon a for a few se- 
C09ul9y then descends the rock ; 
€md^ taking off his cap^ sinks 
on one knee^ as kichard 
appears.) 
God save the King ! 

RICHARD (affeciionaiely raising Blondel.) 
Amen ! — for Blondel's sake, 

BLONDEL. 

O my lov'd Master ! Take this sword, to serve 
Should we o er taken be in flight. Close by, 
D'Argenton waits with saddled steeds for all. 
This cloak my hege will skreen your sacred fixnn, 
Too self-proclaiming. 

D 2 
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RICHARD. 
Good. 1 MI put it on ; 
Andf with it, such a resolution, as 
Shall make amends, should Mcinhard^s hirelings aim 
Again at my captivity. 

BLONDEL {impatiently.) 
Oh haste !— 

RTCHARD. 

My faithful Blondel ! Far too anxiously 
My safety thou regard'st. I 'gin to feel 
That danger is but a remembrancer, 
To rouse my else too dormant care for love 
Of friends like thee. 

BLONDEL. 

Waste not these moments thus ! 

Ere this they must have left the castle in 

Pursuit of you ; 

RICHARD. 

O, no : they think I sleep. 
We have a leisure hour, or near ; and 'sooth, 
I 'd breathe a moment here, to contemplate 
The noble extern of my prison house. 

BLONDEL {aside,) 
Perplexing obstinacy ! 

RICHARD. 

Some one comes ! — 

BLONDEL. 

And we are lost !— 

RICHARD. 

Aye,— if you lose yourself. 

Here. Sit by me, and touch your instrument. 

Blondel plays on his Harp. 
Enter an attendant, somewhat in liquor. 
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ATTENDANT. 

Aye ! now dost thou merit such a playing on, as 
would make thee sing with no less discordance than thy 
ill-tuned instrument. I tell ye, I '11 not have my poor 
prisoner disturbed with your twanging. 

{Richard prompts BlondeL) 

BLONDEL. 

Who is thy Prisoner ? 

ATTENDANT. 

That knows he not himself: but he mistakes himself 
for a merchant ; and they who know him to be none, 
know nothing further. 

BLONDEL. 
And why is he imprisoned ? 

ATTENDANT. 

Why, for not shewing sufBcient reason to be at large. 
But we shall know in time, when the Count Meinhard 
comes back from the arch-duke's grand banquet at 
Vienna. Aye, marry, your melody will bring more 
profit there than here. 

BLONDEL. 

Why?— 

ATTENDANT. 

Why ? — 'T is the anniversary of the conquest of Acre, 
which fell under the might of Austria's valour. And 
now, — if you 've not done asking questions, you may 
get your answers from the Moon, who knows more than 
she tells to every body. Mind only this, that ye mar 
no more music under my poor prisoner's tower:— 

Exit ATTENDANT. 
RICHARD. 

Blondel ! dost hear ? — and art 'not mad to hear ?- - 

How Leopold, — the grand arch-reveller, — 

Whose valour comes with wine fumes, and with them 
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Departs, — can thus unblushinglj assume 

The Soldier's honors, and cry " \^ctorf " 

Where only he impeded Victory, 

And robb'd her of completion ! Yet, 't is good :-— 

Good sport for mirth, and I will join in it. 

BLOND£L. 

O, no, my sov'reign ! 

RICHARD. 

Blonde], peace ! I will ; 

And tliou shalt with me. In our minstrel guise 

We 'II seek the banquet : for I *m bent to know 

How he reports us ; and how wears the stain 

His paltry rag — or " banner'' as he calls it, — 

Got from the miry slough in which 't was hurt*d 

From George's Mount at Acre ! Come : my horse ! — 

Adieu ! Thou brief held domicile, adieu ! 

Than Meinhard's Tow'rs are Richard's fViends mare 

true ! 

May he, who next vrithin thy walls shall dwell, 

Deserve ihee better — or escape as well !— 

Exeunt. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT IL 

SCENE 1 -AN ANTI-BOOM IN THE DUKE OF 

AUSTRIA'S PALACE, AT VIENNA. 

Enter jonas and schwanker. 

JONAS. 

Peace, Schwanker. This is no time for fooling. 

SCHWANKEE. 

Then fooling has its time ? Say, when ? 

JONAS. 

When thou art in the fashion ; which thou art not 
now. So, begone to thy post at the left arm of the 
Duke's great chair. The Guests are assembling, the 
Duke in readiness, and I in request. I have to seat 
the company according to their degrees ; to prepare a 
speech for his Grace ; my own reply on the Company's 
part ; to instruct the Minner Singers ; and, lastly, to 
control thee, lest thou give fooling a time which doth 
not belong to it. 

* Earii jonas. 

SCHWANKER 
Now, fooling hath its time, when Fools profess'd 
Alone can say they are not dup'd by folly. 
Is he who plays — or they who pay — the Fool, 
The more in folly gone ? I am the one. 
Who, following, up the wise man's wisest saw, 
Do " know myself a fool." The many laugh, — 
With wit enough to see the jest, — but not 
That, in their folly, lies the spice of it. 
And, O, how laughter-moving is 't to think, 
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That PrinceSy (mighty in their crowns and swords !) 
Should still be vanquished by a Jester's words ! 
Our diff 'rence then, good Jonas, here doth lie, — 
Thy Duke and Courtiers are the fools, — not I. 
Enter mabianna. 

MARIANNA. 

Dear Schwanker, what are you talking of— and all to 
yourself? — ^Yet never care to answer, unless, in the 
same breath, you tell me what this feast and great as- 
semblage of fierce Crusaders are all about ? 

SCHWANKER. 

Ah, witless damsel, to seek the tchy of an arch-duke*s 
will ! But, as thou art discreet enough to address a 
Fool, take a fool's answer, and rightly read it. 

{He takes her aside myster* 
iously.) 
Thou know'st, — 't is now — some twelve moons back, — 
since— since — Richard of England, — What 's that ! 

{Looks around with affected 
fear. Marianna cling* to 
him toiih terror.) 
What 's the matter damsel ? 

MARIAN^iA. 

Lud ! I thought he was here \ 

SCHWANKER. 

He? Who?- 

MARIANNA. 

Cceur de Lion. 

SCHWANKER. 

{aside.) The trick will do. {aloud.) Lamb; th« 

Lion's gone. 
Be at thy ease, and listen. 

MARIANNA. 

O, Schwanker !— WeU ?— 
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SCHWANKER. 

'T is twelve moons back, this very day, since this 
Dickey-bird of England turned Saladin out of his aerie, 
and refused the " Austrian Eagle " a seat in the cap- 
tured nest. 

MARIANNA. 

In plain terms, when King Richard removed our 
Arch-duke's banner from the tower of the conquered 
Acre, and treated it with barbarous scorn. 

SCHWANKER. 

Aye, — called it a " paltry rag." 

MARIANNA. 

Well, but why this mighty feast to-day ? 

SCHWANKER. 

To celebrate that mighty day's renown ! 

MARIANNA. 

Would our Grand duke revel, then, on the anniver- 
sary of his disgrace ? — 

SCHWANKER. 

Truly, thou 'rt too simple for a Court. That tfaou 
call'st " disgrace," sage Jonas calls " discretion." 
Herein, thou seest our Duke's forbearance. "Dickon," 
said the Duke — to himself — " were the * rag ' * paltry ' 
thou 'dst not quarrel with it :" and thus, proving the 
honour of his rag, he enfolded his own honour therein, 
and put them together into his royal pocket. 

MARIANNA. 
Yes; but he put not the affront from his remem- 
brance ; nor will he, until the English Lion has felt the 
vengeance of the Austrian Eagle. 

SCHWANKER. 

True, damsel : and he '11 have it this day ! 

E 
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MARIANNA. 

How this day ?— 

SCHWANKER. 

At the feast. This is the feast of vengeance ! Now 
meet all the great Captains who were commanded bj 
the greater Duke at Acre ! There will be the " Eagle,^ 
as you call him, on his perch ! Jonas, and I, — Owl 
and Magpie you may call U8 — on each side ! the Minner 
Singers behind ! and the Eagle company in front ! 
There 's an array of vengeance ! 

MARIANNA. 

Well, — but what will ye all do ? 

SCHWANKER. 

Do ? — all that with — words — can be done ! and re- 
member, save but the letter S, a word 's a Sword ! The 
Duke will laud his nobles as ^^ the valiant men who 
conquered Acre.^ Then will Jonas, on their part, laud 
the Duke, who conquered even himself, in not resenting 
the mad affront of the " Island Mastiff." Then shall I 
offer to whip the Mastiff out of the banquet hall with a 
Planta-genista ; and then will the company langh, as 
vengeance never laughed before ! 

MARIANNA. 

Why will they laugh at your threat of whipping out 
the Mastiff with a Plania-genista ? 
SCHWANKER. 

Because Planta-genista — signifying *^ broom plant " 
— gives to this said dog of England his name, — Plan- 

TAGENET. 

MARIANNA. 

So : — with his own name you whip him out ?— 

SCHWANKER. 

Truly. (Suddenly J and with assumed terror, he 
seizes Marianna and exclaims ^^ Plantagenet !" Afa- 
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rianna shrieks,) Truly : and if his own name do it 
not, I know not aught which hcLS a name that will. 

Exeunt. 



SCENE 2.-A BANQUETTINa BOOM IN THE 
DUCAL PALACE. 

Enter the archduke Leopold, meinhard, wallenrode, 

NOBLES, JONAS, SCHWANKER, MINNER SINGERS, GUARDS, 
and SERVANTS. 

A banquet laid out 
As the Duke takes his seat, with Jcnas and Schwan- 
ker on his right and left, the Minner Singers chant as 
follows : — 

** What brave chief shall head the forces, 

" Where the red cross legions gather? 

" Best of horsemen, best of horses, 

" Highest head, and fairest feather !" (Scott,) 

DUKE. 

Blest be the day which finds us thus again 
In festive concert with our redcross Knights ! 
Each gallant eye that darted scathing fire 
Upon the host of Infidels at Acre, 
Now greets us with devoted loyalty. 
And vdns the reflex of our equal love. 

SCHWANKER. 

O, for an eye to " dart scathing fire !" I opened 
mine too, as wide, and looked as terribly, as any Knight 
at the siege ; and though I singed not the city gates, 
nor scorched a single man of the enemy, I yet contri- 
buted the safety of a Fool to swell the victory. 

DUKE. 

Well utter'd Schwanker. Ha ! ha ! — and, i' faith, 

£ 2 
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Thy right to honor in the victory 
Is greaty at least, as that of Dickon there, — 
Of " Dickon of the Broom," as in good sport 
Thou termest him« The British biiU-dog, ha ! 
Sage Jonas, — now, with thy best wisdom, prove 
The better prowess of an Austrian Fool 
Above the English Mastiff. 

SCHWANKKR. 

Aye, good Jonas, prove ; — 

JONAS. 
No Dog, your Highness, boasts the gift of reason. 
No Fool would change his reason for a bull-dog's fangs. 

SCHWANKER. 

Jonas, I '11 change with ihee. Pr'y thee take my 
cap ; for thou hast proved thyself the properer fool, in 
ceding to a fool the " gift of reason." 

(putting his cap on Jonai head. 
TJie company all laugh.) 

DUKE. 

A fit, sage Jonas. Jonas try it now : — 
SCHWANKER. 

Nay, give me back my cap, and I will answer : — 
The English Bull-dog only bites 

When that his foe is nigh : 
The Austrian Fool at distance fights. 

And kills him with his eye ! 
Would Schwanker cleanse fi"om cobwebs firee 

This royal banquet room, — 
Say, with what implement 't would be,— 

Plantagenet — ^the Broom ! — 

DUKE. 

Ha, ha ! — Poor Jonas. Give the Fool a cup 
Fill'd with allowance for his readier wit. 
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JON 4a 
Your Highness* pardon : but, touching the occasion 
which hath brought this happy company around your 
festive board, I would, on behalf of the noble Guests, 
(myself their deputed spokesman) thus deliver : — They 
greet your Highness as their leader, — especially in the 
example of your forbearance, when the insults of the 
English ruffian so put it to the trial : they greet your 
Highness on this the anniversary of Acre's fall, and : — 

DUKE. 

No more — at least in praises of your Duke, 
Who was but one 'mid many — more deserving. 
But let me rise ; and, while I pledge my love, 
Let ev'ry cup o'erflow with generous wine, 
Ev'n as the holder's heart with love responsive. 

[The Guests rise with filled goblets. 
To all we drink, — the partners of our fame ! 

(The Minner Singers chant the following) 
** Ask not Austria, why mid princes 
" Still her banner rises highest : 
" Ask as well the strong wing'd Eagle 

" Why to heav'n he soars the nighest !" (Scott. J 
(Enter an attendant wtio whispers Jonas. J 

JONAS. 

May 't please your Highness, certain Minstrels, (wan- 
derers of Italy, as we learn) are here in readiness to 
challenge the best of our own. 

SCH WANKER. 

To a trial, Sir, of song — or modesty ? — 

DUKE. 

Nay, bid them in. We '11 hear their melody. 

Exit ATTENDANT. 

My lords, I pray you, loose your souls to cheer. 
Nor let my cooks despair in aims to please you. 
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O, that the Island Mastiff could behold 

(Enter kichard and blondel, as MinstrekJ 
Me seated thus among ye ! How his heart 
Would yearn for friends, as true and noble [ 

(The Duke talks apart with 
Jonas and SchwankerJ 
RICHARD aside to BlondeL 
"Talk of the Devil,"— 

BLONDEL aside to Richard. 
O, be guarded, Sire ! 

RICHARD aside. 
Ne'er fear. The " Island Mastiff" will not show 
His teeth ; — 

BLONDEL aside. 
Beware too, lest his growl be heard. 

RICHARD aside. 
See the Teutonic wine skin. Is he more ? 
His Nobles round, — and what are they abore 
The cups from which they drink ? — mere ressels all. 

BLONDEL aside. 
My liege, my liege, beware ! He looks upon us. 
See, too, — Count Meinhard ! and the slave I Ve mark'd 
As the assaulter of Teresa's fame. 

RICHARD aside. 
Which ? — which is he ? — 

BLONDEL aside. 
He with the bandage o'er his brow. 

RICHARD aside. 
Blonde! ! by heav'n 't is Wallenrode ! The same 
Dull villain whom I taught to bite the dust 
At Acre ! • 

DUKE. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! — Now, bid them sing. 
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SCHWANKER (comifig forward.) 
Now, my masters, sing your best : — that is, the best 
ye may, for the Dickey-bird of England ; — 
JONAS, (having advanced;) 
— for Richard, the ruffian King. Thereby shall we 
measure the strength of your wit ; admitting him as 
best, who best sustains an empty cause. 

BLONDEL. 

'T was to a trial. Sir, of song, we came ; 
And not to prop a failing argument. 

DUKE. 

Begin, Sirs ! Schwanker, thou shalt be the judge ; 
And " Dickon of the Broom " be still their theme. 

RICHARD. 

It is the last I 'd choose to touch upon. 

DUKE. 

So, thou 'rt a dainty challenger : must choose 
Thy subject^ lest it choose not thee. Is 't so ? 

RICHARD. 

Not so ! We 'd have your Highness^ minstrels make 

The most of " Dickon ;" while your Highness' self 

Be ours to celebrate as best we may : 

So judge between us whether Austria's bird, 

Or England's bull-dog, fly with stronger wing, 

Or fight with sharper tooth. Let 's to 't, I pray. 

DUKE, (coming forward.) 
Sirrah, we are not us'd to take the terms 
Of those who challenge us. We list their threat, 
And choose our weapons. We would fight with 
"brooms." 

JONAS. 

" Plantagenet," thou know'st is Dickon's name : 
The broom plant, which it signifies, should be 
The humble type of Dickon's lowliness. 
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RICHARD. 

JjOwIj the plant, though lustily it stands 
When rebel winds would root it from its hold ! 
The Island King is humble still in this, — 
I never heard him make himself his boast,— 
So here, at least, he is Plantagenet 

DUKE. 
So, then, thou know'st the Mastiff? 
BLONDEL aside. 
Patience, Sir ! — 

RICHARD. 

I Ve heard him bark — but never felt his bite. 

DUKE. 
Ha, ha, — Sir Minstrel ; I have heard him too. 
The dog has lungs. Come, thou shalt sing his praise. 

RICHARD. 

I 'd be the last to praise him, — ^yet will say,— 

DUKE. 

Say on. Well friend ? — 

RICHARD (aside to BlondelJ 
Blondel ; — what say'st thou to 't ? 
Shall I now seize this — -Ea^fe— by the wing. 
And hurl him fluttering from his carrion nest ? 

BLONDEL (aside,) 
My liege, be calm. We came here but for sport, 
And you would mar it. 

DUKE. 

Well, Sirs ? — ^why this mutt'ring ? — 

A lengthy prelude to your song methinks. 

What say ye to a sojourn in the cage 

Of our well wired prisons, where such birds 

As can sing — and will not sing — learn obedience ? 

Thou 'dst be " the last to sing in Dickon's praise ;" 

But, still, " thou 'dst say," — say what. 
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RICHARDi 

I 'd say the "Island Mastiff" (as your Highness, 
For some just reason, doubtless, deigns to call him) 
Ne'r barks at distant foes — nor barks ai all 
Where he would fear to bite. Thmj much I 'U say 
Is Richard's due : but more I will not speak, 
Though Austria's dungeon challenge disobediences! 

DUKE. 
Why fellow, thou assum'st a tone, that more 
Befits a Monarch's than a MinstrePs tongue ! 
Know'st where thou art ? or him to whom thou speak'st ? 

BICHAED. 

By all these feasters here, and by you board 
Surcharged with means for surfeit, I should deem 
Myself in Austria's High Duke's banquet hall : 
And, by thy love for " Dickon of the Broom," 
I 'd say that Austria's self now heard me speak. 
SCHWANKBR fastde io himself.) 
If I 'm a Fool, thou art no Minstrel ! — Yes, I '11 swear 
't is he !— 

DUKE. 

I pause, amaz'd ! — 

JONAS. 

O, heed him not. Some drunken follower of mii 
Richard. 

RICHARD. 

No- drunkard, Sir, would dare to follow him ; 

Nor am I of his followers, or thou 

Might'st not in vain ask Richard's praise in song ; 

Since, though he merit not such eulogy. 

He still has partial fiiends would publish it. 

BLONDEL. 

And, wherefore not^ when the Arch-duke coniman^ } 
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Then, wherefore wrongly ? Surely "t was not ask*d 
In hostile irony ! 

DUKE. 

Away with them ! 

Let them, in prison, wait our further will ! 

Jonas, and Schwanker, — lead them hence ! and see, 

That those, who gave admittance to these slaves. 

Depart our court till they have leam'd discernment ! 

[Duke retires up the stage. 

SCHWANKER. 

Jonas. — Go first. 

JONAS. 

Now, Sirrah, follow me. ^Nay, if thou need'st en- 
forcement, — so. {to ATTENDANT.) Drag forth yon 
fellow ! 

f The Attendant f having laid his 
hand on Richard, is flung off 
with violence.) 

KICHARD. 

Off! — or thou It repent. 

{The Attendant manifests pain.) 

SCHWANKER. 

Verily, his " repentance " seems not in likelihood — 
but proof. Art hurt, friend ? Go, seek a lotion for thy 
bruise; and, as the Duke advises, ^Meam discern- 
ment." 

DUKE {coming forward.) 
So rash as thus to brave us !— Dost not fear ? — 

RICHARD. 

No more than Richard's self would fear thee, Duke ; 
Nor than the "Mastiff" fears thy Duchess' lapdog : 
No more than " broom " doth fear the spider's web 
It sweepeth from a boaster's battle axe : 
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No more than he did fear, who, from the top 
Of Acre's Mount, hurFd Austria's banner down, 
And trampled on 't, as on a rag thrown by 
By overfrugal housewif 'ry : — 

scHWANKER {interrupting Richard asitie.) 
— no more than ihou dost fear Hiyself'—God save 
thee, Cceur de Lion ! — ^Vain thy disguise, thus undis- 
guised thy tongue. O, silence. Royal one ; and make 
a Fool thy friend. 

DUKE. 

Schwanker ! come hence ! And you, my Lords ; how 

long 
Shall insult brave us in our hall, unchecked ? 
My guards, there ! Meinhard ! Wallenrode ! Come 

forth! 

SCHWANKER. 

Nay, your Royal Highness : this is, an H please you, 
some strange erratic Islander, who is alike out of his 
country and his wits ; and who, in the rambling of his 
brain, hath mistaken himself for a Minstrel. Your 
Highness might as well give license to the frurther jest, 
and do him homage as a King — ^for King he is, as surely 
as a Minstrel. 

DUKE. 

Schwanker, be dumb. Thy fooling now offends. 

( Wallenrode leads down the Guards.) 
So, you are come, at last, to give some help 
To the affrighted souls of these great babies here. 
Who shrink aghast, as though before them stood 
The nursery bug-bear — Cceur de Lion's self 

SCHWANKER. 

Nay, good master : I fear not the Lion's heart : 't is 

but his claws I would avoid. Suffer these terrible 

Guards to depart, and I '11 take this gentle Stranger to 

F 2 
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a fitting place of sectuity. — Now, Sir— ^mock Minstrel . 
— or Majesty — as it shall like you, — ^follow me. 

C Richard turns as if to /(Mow him. J 

DUKE. 

Go with them, Wallenrode. 

RICHARD {suddenly iurnjng back.) 
We 'd go alone !— 

DUKE. 

Tir'd patience can controul my wrath noniore^ 
Why stand ye gaping thus ? Seize on the slave ! 

RICHARD. 

Sir Wallenrode, stand back ! — Or look to have 
Thy old experience yet enhanc'd with proof, 
That sinews, strong as those which hurl'd thee from 
St. George's Mount, (and left thee grov'Uing, bone- 
broken 
Beneath,) are here ! 

WALLENRODE. 

Audacious villain ! Thus, (drawing his Sword) 
Thus I defy thy insolence ! 

(He rushes towards Richard 
who instantly disarms him.) 

DUKE. 

Monstrous ! My guards ! Upon him ! 

( The Duke and Guards U9^ ad^ 
vaneinff upon Richard^ when 
he throws off his disguise^ 
and uplifts the weapon he 
has taken from fVaUenrode.) 

RICHARD. 

Back ! lest ye move me to pollute this steel 
With Christian life-blood ! — So, Duke Leopold ; 
You recognise, at length, Plantagenet ; 
But now, the subject of your ribald jest ; 
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And, now, the witness of your blushing shame : 

Blush freely, Leopold : 't is the only grace 

I Ve seen you wear to-day.— Count Meinhard ! Sir, 

I greet thy wonderment with this advice ; 

When next thou hast King Richard in thy clutch, 

Grasp tighter. — Duke, you look amaz'd, as knowing not 

My last abode was in the dungeon of 

Your vassal Meinhard's castle, where he sought 

To keep his secret^-^Rs his Pris'ner — close. 

DUKE. 

Where is the honour of a King, who pawns 
His crown for the disguise of a base Spy ? 

RICHARD. 

In the keeping of that Fate, which hither brought 

That King, to hear his name dishonored by 

A sworn ally. As Maskers — not as Spies — we came. 

DUKE. 

Though motives to revenge be strong ; yet not 
To these impute the act of your arrest. 

(He signs for the Guards to approach.) 

RICHARD. 

How dare you speak that word, which seems t' imply 
The treasonous detention of your Chief? — 

DUKE. 
Pardon the smile which greets these lofty words : 
Thy state shall now be humble as thy name. 

RICHARD. 

P, for enfranchisement from that high oath ! 

DUKE. 

What oath. King Richard ? 

RICHARD. 

Well you kiiow it, Duke ; 

And, in that knowledge, basely do you pay 

A tribute to my truth. I 'm vow'd to deal 
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No blow upon the shoulder bears the Cross. 
Doff but that Holy Sign, and these my limbs 
Shall bear me on triumphant in your lists, 
Five Champions, of your best, opposing me ! 

DUKE. 

You shall find such ^^ lists " as you not dream of, — 
Those of th' Imperial Diet, where, with arms 
Of proof-fill argument — not reckless steel— 
You shall contend 'gainst charges weighter far 
Than the " five Champions " you so lightly hold. 
Not unexpected .was your capture ; and. 
In hope thereof, those charges were prepared. 

RICHARD. 

I guess at what you hint : — that, in the toils 
Of false contrivance, you 'd enmesh the truth. 

DUKE. 

Enough. You are the Empire's prisoner. 
Your fiiend is firee, or to depart or stay. 

BLONDEL; 

Please it your Highness, I would sojourn here, 
The poor Attendant of my captive King. 

RICHARD. 

I thank ihee. — If my chamber, Leopold, 
Be open to me^ I would now depart. 

DUKE, 

Obey him. Guards. 

RICHARD (to Schwanker.) 
Good fellow, lead the way. 

JONAS. 

Your Majesty, that office 'longs to me. 

RICHARD. 

Sir, I but sought the guidance of a Fool ; — * 
SCHWANKER ffushinff Jonas aside.J 
Your Majesty : that office 'longs to me : 
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DUKE. 

Attend Eang Richard, Schwanker ; go. 

SCHWANKER. 

Attend Duke Leopold, — ^Jonas ; go. 

RICHARD. 

And now, farewell, Duke Austria. It is 
My wish — if pris'ner King may have a wish — 
That we may meet no more, until that hour. 
When, in my def 'rence to the world's esteem. 
Protesting 'gainst the right of Germany 
To sit as arbiter on England's King, 
I shall, with self-compell'd submission, plead; 
And match the semblance of authority 
With, at the least, the semblance of respect. 

(Exeunt richard, blondel, 

SCHWANKER, and GUARDS.) 

DUKE ("asidej 
Kind fate ! No prey was e'er so welcome to 
The hunger'd Eagle, as this prize to me ! 
The Emp'ror Henry, Phillip too of France, 
Aye, and Prince John of England, will I bring 
To terms shall gild my coffers plenteously. 

(aloud.) 
Pardon, my Lords, th' abruptness of the form 
With which I now dismiss you. You may see 
A duty of much weight enforces it. 

Exeunt duke and meinhard. 

WALLENRODE. 

Well, friends, our feast hath ended merrily, — 
Thanks to the o'er-stretch'd haste which tripp'd my foot. 
And sav'd the Royal ruffian from my blow. 

JONAS. 

In truth. Sir Count, he is a lusty fellow. 
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WALLENRODE. 

Of aye : too big for swaddling clools ; ha, ha ! 

Didst see how Schwanker mocked him ? Ha, ha, ha ! 
(They are all laughing, when 
ucnwASKERsuddenlyappearSf 
wearing the Minstrel dii- 
guise in which Richardjiret 
entered. The laughter in- 
stantly Hope. The Nobles 
/all hmek. Jonas makes a 
pro/bund bow; and Schwan- 
ker reveals himself^ moeking 
their laughter.) 

JONA& 

Schwanker, thy jests will get thee a sore whipping, yet. 

SCHWANKER. 

Is % then, a "jest " to mar a grave man's merriment ? 

WALLENRODE. 

Fools, who overstep their bounds, are fools indeed. 
How cam'st thou here i Didst come upon the moment ? 

SCHWANKER. 

An 't please you Counl^ I came back for the cast skin 
of the Lion, which, you inay remember, he threw off 
just hereabout ; and which he forgot, until he reached 
his den, or thereabout. As I found it, I heard your 
tlonours all laughing at die flayed Lion ; and thought 
an Ass in Lion*s skin would make you laugh the more : — 
But, O, no more shall Lion's Heart 

Our fearful homage win ; 
A Fool shidl play a fiercer part 
If dress'd in lion's skin ! 

[Exit SCHWANKER. 
JONAS. 

Pray you, o'erlook this Fool's unmannered freedom. 
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WALLENRODE. 

Sir, never doubt, we 'U keep our anger for 
More worthy object Nobles, will ye go ? 

{Exeunt nobles. 
Down, down awhile, my hate. Lie close and sure ! 
Till fitting time thy smother'd flame endure. 
For full and final action wait thy day ; 
Then, with resistless ravage, blaze away ! 

Exit WALLENRODE. 



END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE 1-A COURT IN THE AECHDUKE'S PALACE. 
Enter blondel and d'aroenton. 

BLONDEL. 

Thou 'rt now inform'd of ev'ry thing has chancM 
To our too wilful King. 

D'ARGENTON. 

I *m hopeless, in 

The wanton sport with which he still o*eftthrows 

All that his friends, at risk of liberty 

And life, effect. Yet say, — this Wallenrode — 

Art sure '/ is he whose fore-head bears thy mark ? 

BLONDEL. 

Sure : and I Ve potent reasons to desire 
The rescued object of his brute assault 
May instantly be sent for to Vienna. 

D'ARGENTON. 

I 'm guessing, my good Blondel, at thy scheme :— 

BLONDEL. 

Schwanker (the Fool) 's our friend ; and bids us, with 
Unwinking eyes, close watch this Wallenrode, 
Whose hate towards Richard will omit no thought. 
How black so'er in perjury, to injure him. 

D'ARGENTON. 

And is this ruffian^s influence so great ? 

BLONDEL. 

With Leopold his word is truth — his counsel law. 
The instigator of the Duke's revenge, 
He yet more zealously pursues his own. 
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We must prepare to prove him what he is, 
Should he appear a witness 'gainst our King. 
Me he suspects not. Now — ^to fetch Teresa. 

d'aboenton (smiling,) 
Blondel, I am a prophet ! Lo, she comes 
For further help — and further help to give. 
Finding her base assailant is attach^ 
To th' Archduke's Court, she seeks to learn his name 
And show his infamj. I overtook 
Her on my way. 

BLONDEL. 

Blest news ! where is she now ? 

D'ARGENTON. 

Close by. Go thou, apprize her of our plot. 
While I inform the King. — Were I unwed, — 

BLONDEL. 

Peace, Jester, 't is no time to talk of love. 
d'abgenton ($arccLStically.J 
O, fear her not. Of love she never speaks : 
Nor does her gentle blush proclaim it more 
Than does the hue upon th' unconscious rose. 
^ is but an angeFs sense of man's desert 
Which fills her woman's heart with — gratitude. 

BLONDEL. 

Be obstinate in thought, an if ye will : 

Yet, — ^hold, I pray ; for hither comes the Duke, 

And — ^Wallenrode himself! — Haste to the Bang ! — 

Exeunt 
Enter abchdueb Leopold and wallenrode. 

DUKE. 

All measures are arrang'd that Richard shall 

Be tried at Worms. His capture has become 

The theme of Europe ; while the Bang of France 

And English John his instant trial urge, 

« 2 
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(Ere th' hearts of men grow warm in his behalf,) 
And offer rich rewards for his conviction : 
So, ne'r forget, thy gain will be the more, 
The more thou prov'st him Conrad's murderer. 
This do ; and Meinhard, then, in warmth of kin, 
May well appeal for Judgment's sternest sentence. 
Schwanker ! whither goest ? 

Enter schwanker hastily. 

SCHWANKER. 

Should your Highness ask me whence I came, 't were 
answer'd more readily. Where we have been, lives in 
memory ; where we are^ lies ev'n in my perception ; 
where we shall be, defies even your philosophy : but, 
indeed, should my legs, my remembrance, and my 
speech hold out, I go to order a few unpicked bones 
for the Mastiff's supper. 

DUKE. 

Go, bid Count Meinhard to my cabinet. 

WALLENRODE. 

Pardon, my Lord. (to Schwanker.) When does 

the Mastiff sup ? 

SCHWANKER. 

When there be broken bones enough. 

DUKE. 
Sirrah, — answer : when ? 

SCHWANKER. 

If not at Nine, I know not. 

WALLENRODE, 

And who attends upon him, Schwanker ? 

SCHWANKER. 

Nay, thou hast answer'd thy own question. Count. 
" Who ?" (tdst thou ask : then, truly, " Schwanker " 
saidst. 



SCENE II.] RICHARD THE FIRST. 46 

DUKE, 

Enough, Sir — 

[Exit 8CHWANKER. 

1 leave thee now to dig the cunning pit, 

Whose leafy surface shall entice him on ; 

Whose depth profound shall hold him safely ours, 

Though he should roar, as Lion, until then, 

Roar'd never ; and, remember still, revenge 

'T is yours — ^not less than mine — to act. Farewell. 

Exit DUKE. 
WALLENRODE. 

Aye, but my hate seeks more than ransom or 
Imprisonment. I have a private score. 
Good Duke, shall not be mix'd with thine ; — a pride 
Will not be partner'd if 't alone can act. 
Failing his death — I '11 rest content with thought 
That, in a dungeon, he but lives to pine. 
At Nine he sups. — Perchance, at Ten, — he '11 — sleep I 

Exit. 



SCENE 2. 
RICHARD and BLONDEL discovered, 

RICHARD. 

Blondel, be cheerful, man ! If, as thou say'st, 

I am the Sun, whose beams alone light thee, 

Be thou the grateful Earth. Repay my loan 

Of jocund fire, at least reflectively. 

I can be angry, if thou wilt ; and swear 

An oath or two : but sadness ever proves 

Unto, the cherisher, as profitless 

As sluggardism to pale poverty. 

What is 't, my gentle friend ?— Art hungry ? Say : 
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BLONDEL. 

Aje, Sire, — ^for food such as glad England yields 
When England*s King is present at the feast. 
I hunger for the sound of loyal welcomes ! 
I hunger for the sight of loving subjects ! 
I gasp to breathe the air that shall resound 
With thanks to heav'n for Richard's blest return ! 
My fancy sees our thousands, as they rush 
Across the beach to meet their coming King ; 
While fierce impatience breasts the foaming surge 

To greet him ere he lands ! ^My fancy, that : 

ThiSf the reality ! — 

RICHARD. 

My Blondel, list. 

In good time we '11 regain our shores ; and, if 

We linger here awhile, 't is not alone 

For Austria so wills it. 'T is my aim 

T increase my country's fear that I am lost ; 

And so, deceiving her, give ample time 

For our right recreant brother John to shew 

His treason's plenitude ere I chastise it. 

BLONDEL. 

Alack, my liege, — 

BICHARD. 

True, Blondel. Thou wouldst say, 

A rebel Son should, in rebellious Brother, find 

The injur'd Father's retribution ! Aye ! 

And, — didst thou know how heavily the sense 

Of filial misconduct clogs my soul, — 

Thou 'dst say my deeds of martial hardihood 

Were but vain efibrts to relieve remorse. 

BLONDEL. 

I '11 not so wrong your nobler purposes. 

RICHARD. 

Oft, in the darksome intervening night, 
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Whose eve and mom alike have found your King 

The gayest soldier in the Holy camp, 

He, self accusing, on his sleepless couch, 

Hath penitentiaUy implored the ghost 

Of sainted Henry ! Wouldst thou sing a lay 

Most grateful to me, be it one that tells 

Of the immortal crown my Father wears : 

Or, wouldst thou read a homily, thy theme 

Shall be the penalties they bear — who break 

A parent's heart ! 

BLONDEL. 

My liege, — 

RICHARD. 

Peace : some one comes. 

As close, as death within the sepulchre. 

Lock in thy heart the knowledge of these tears. 

(Enter d'argenton J 
So, D'Argenton, thou 'rt welcome. Blondel here 
Lacks sympathy in sadness. Me he deems 
Too light of heart for one so low in place. 

D'ARGENTON. 

Sadness is still the Poet's atmosphere ; 
Sighs are his food, and tears his luxury. 

BLONDEL. 

Nay D'Argenton ; I Ve heard thee oft proclaim 
Thy King a poet : ^^ Sadness " breathes not he. 

RICHARD. 

Thou hast entrapp'd the flatterer, who now 
Must needs confess no poet is the King. 

D'ARGENTON. 
No brooder is he over fancied woes ; 
Yet — for a King — 

RICHARD. 

— a poet passable ? 
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D'ARGENTON. 

hjQj more than most. 

RICHARD. 

I love them all ! And, were 

Thy metal temper'd with their strains, 't were better'd, 

Sir; 
For Blondel here shall match thy Soldership, 
Though, as a Poet, thou no match for him. 

BLONDEL. 

At other time I '11 break a lance with him 
Who slanders Poesie ; and make D'Argenton's helm 
Ring loudly with a warrior's minstrelsy ! 
RICHARD. 

A challenge, by Saint George ! 

D'ARGENTON. 

'T will be remember'd. 

BLONDEL. 

Good. On English Ground. 

WALLENRODE. 

I 've news from England. 

RICHARD. 

Ha ! How travell'd it ? 

DARGENTON. 
Sire, I 've my plots — though they 're not sung in rhyme. 
Doubt not the truth o' this. 

(reading.) " The counsellors, 
" Appointed to restrain proud Longchamp's powV, 
** Fear more him present than the King away. 
" The Bishop rules triumphant ; while Prince John 
" Does homage unto France for England's crown." 
RKJHARD. 

What! "Homage" say'st thou? Then, by heav'n, 

shall John 
Do homage to the hangman for his life ! 
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And, unto whom, meanwhile, shall Richard bend 
In homage ? Unto Phillip's vassal, ha? — 

D'ARGENTON. 

Your homage. Sire, will first be claimed by the 
Imperial Diet, which will meet at Worms. 

RICHARD. 

To that, no hoMage ! But, though King I be^ 

(By Heaven's anointing, and successive right) 

I still am subject to the rule supreme 

0' the World's opinion ; and, to this will I 

(In simple truth) successfully appeal. 

Though Judge and Jury be subom'd to damn me ! 

D'ARGENTON. 

Your Queen and Mother have essay'd the Pope, 
Whose excommunication hangs o'er all 
Who would detain the Chieftain of the Cross. 

RICHARD. 

Good ; good ! These women, Blondel : nay i' faithj — 
Though prone to mischief in their idle hours, — 
They 're zealous in extremity. Say on ; 

D'ARGENTON. 

My chief intelligence is yet behind ; 
And, though 't is of a foe's defeat, I fear 
To yield it. Saladin — 

RICHARD. 

Hold, D'Argenton ! 

Thy cautious prologue to that name was well. 
Young motherhood her first bom cherishes 
Not more than I my Royal Opposite's renown ! 

DARGENTON. 

No stain has reach'd his honour, my good liege. 

RICHARD. 

What subtle, covert blow has reach'd his life ? 

H 
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D'ARGENTON. 

No unfair means have aided death's proud conquest 

RICHARD. 

I 'd have chas'd his murd'rer to the centre ! 
Of what malicious ailment did he die ? 

D'ARGENTON. 

E*en of that fever vainly sought your life, — 

RICHARD. 

And would have ta'en it, but for his skill'd love, 
Which baffled its deep search, and gave to me — 
His foe — ^the aid he could not yield himself, 
Nor find in others. Hard ! O, death : Thou 'st stoFn 
The noblest chance I ever coveted ! 

D'ARGENTON. 

I 've yet more news : your friends in England, — 

RICHARD. 

*^ Friends !" — Tell me not of " Mends," at home or here. 

Let each true creditor upon my love 

Prefer his claims ; and, if a residue 

Be left unclaim'd by him who was mj/oe. 

My " friends " may share it. Are ye answered ? 

D'ARGENTON. 

Too fiercely answer'd, if poor Blondel, I, 

Your Mother, Queen, and many thousands more. 

Have any claims on truth. But, our poor love, — 

RICHARD. 

— Aye " poor " indeed, if it can license not 
My wayward mood at such a moment. Sir. 
Brave Saladin ! — What ; jealous of the dead ? 

BLONDEL. 

I '11 be your foe, if that will keep your love. 

RICHARD. 

Be still my friend, and pardon me. What more ? 
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D*ARGENTON. 

Of import nothing. And, how bear you, Sire, 
This close confinement ? All around, I see 
The guards are doubled : — 

RICHARD. 

—Only doubled ? Then 

Escape would win so little credit, that 

I 'U e'en stay where I am. Go you, and walk. 

Till supper time I 'd be alone. 

[Exeunt blondel and 
d'argenton. 
[The scene closes on Richard. 



SCENE 3. 

AS scene ]. 

Enter tbresa and marianna. 

TERESA. 

Such are the reasons wherefore I delay 

To bring my charge against Count Wallenrode. 

Strange ! that my fate should thus be interwrought 

With CcEUR DE Lion's fortune. Home spun yam, 

Entwin'd with thread of gold ; to show the world, 

The mightiest should not spurn the lowliest. 

Yet ; O, what would not proudest woman do 

For Royal Richard ? Pitiful it is 

To see our envious piinces, seeking thus, 

With their corrosive slander, to deface 

The blazon of his warriory ; to coin 

His body's liberty, and mortify 

His regal pride ; and fit, most fit, it is, 

That basest men should be the tools employ'd. 

MARIANNA. 

Hush, good Teresa, lest we be o'er-heard. 

H 2 
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TERESA. 

So Leopold and Wallenrode hear not, 
I 'm well content, that all Vienna else 
Should hear. 

MARIANNA. 

The gen'ral sympathy, I grant, 
Is with the Captive. Still, thy scheme 's success 
Depends on secrecy. And now, confess, — 
Is 't Richardf only, who thus sways thy heart ? 

TERESA. 

I know thy thought ; and seek not to conceal 
My debt to one who rescued me from shame. 
If it be more than gratitude, thou art 
A better judge, than I am, of myself ; 
And shall do well f advise a peasant maid 
Not to aspire so high as prince's minstrel. 

MARIANNA. 

And has he not, ere this, the adage prov'd, — 
^^ Whom we protect we are most prone to love ?** 

TERESA. 

List, Marianna ; — should he never see me more ; 
Nor greet me, or by word or messenger j 
He '11 not deceive expectancy nor hope. 
Then, pr'y thee, linger not upon a theme, 
On which / would be silent, and which he 
Might scomfiilly forbid. 

MARIANNA. 

Teresa, see ! — 

Count Wallenrode himself! Conceal thee— there — 

Behind yon buttress. Thou must not with me. 

TERESA. 

0, no. I pray thee, in. Here I am safe. 

fShe conceals herself. J 

Exit MARIANNA. 
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Enter wallenrode. 
WALLENRODE (shewifig a PhiaLJ 
They say his life 's a chanued one ; and, if 
These poison-drops give not his drink a strength 
Shall cure his thirst for ever, I '11 believe it. 
And why should / be piti^ ?— If John, 
His brother, hath spum'd pity from his heart, 
In mine, his foe's, 't were but a meddling guest 

f looking out J 
So J Jonas, as I see, hath drawn the Fool 
Away, as I desir'd him. All is clear. 
The silver goblet, as a beacon, shines 
To light me to fulfilment of my plot ! 
Unseen, as unsuspected, I can now 

Accomplish it. Hist ! — I could hear, methinks. 

The gentlest movement of the stealthy one 
Who now would watch my footsteps. The still night 
^eems more than ever hush'd ; as in suspense 
Qf being, lest its breatlung should disturb me ! — 

[Eant WALLENRODE CQUtiously. 
TERESA comes forward and 
follows him with gestures^ 
denoting that she has heard 
his soliloquy y and is now ob- 
serving his movements.^ 



SCENE 4. 

AS SCENE 2. 

RICHARD discovered. 

RICHARD. 

I 'm weary with my musings. I have run 
Through all my hazards with brave Saladin, 
And find him still the winner. Ah ! who knocks ? 



64 RICHARD THE FIRST. [act hi. 

SCHWANKEB (wHhouUj 

A Fool. 

RICHARD ((18 Schwanker enters,) 
'T is Schwajiker. 

SCHWANKER. 

Certain, King : thou Bay'st. 

RICHARD. 

What said I, Fool ? 

SCHWANKER. 

^^ Who knocks a Fool, 't is Schwanker." 

RICHARD. 

Schwanker, thou wrongest thyself. Though thou 'rt a 

Fool, 
Not every Fool 's a Schwanker. What 's thy news ? — 

SCHWANKER. 

A message from the cook. A capon larded. 
Which seeks reply of only bones returned. 

RICHARD. 

I cannot eat to night. Yet, bring it in ; 
And bid my friends, without, attend me here. 

\^Exit SCHWANKER. 

If I decline, they '11 put it on my fears ; 

(Schwanker brings in the Supper J 
Why, Fool : this is a banquet ! Means thy Duke 
To fatten us preparatively ? — so : 

JEant SCHWANKER. 

A " capon larded." I Ve but appetite 
For broils. T faith, I 'm feverish ; and this 

(He takes the Silver Goblet; 

■ and is about to drink, when 

Blondel is heard without, 

exclaiming My Liege ! My 

Liege !) 
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RICHARD flocking off.) 
What now ? — How wild he looks ! — 

BLONDBL (rushing in^ and/ailing on 
his knees before Richard.) 
You have not tasted of that cup ! Say no ; 
Or let me quaff the rest ! Speak : quickly, speak ! — 

RICHARD. 

No— 

BLONDEL. 

Hsav'n be prais'd ! 

RICHARD. 

Thou 'st check'd my draught ; — 

BLONDEL. 

Thank heav'n ! — 

RICHARD. 

So ! Poison then, it seems ! 

BLONDEL. 

You have not taken of it ? Speak again. 

RICHARD. 

I have not, Blondel. 

BLONDEL (calling off.) 
D^Argenton he 's safe ! 

Enter d'argenton. 

D'ARGENTON. 

Speak lower, or we mar our growing means 
To crush the villain, and secure the King. 
My Liege, within that cup lies instant death, 
Should you but taste \ — ^Was he confederate ? 

RICHARD. 

« Confederate," -Who ?— 

D'ARGENTON. 

This devil, WaUenrode ?— 

BLONDEL. 

Confederate with whom ? — Nay, speak ; — 
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D'ARGENTON; 

The Fool,— 

RICHARd. 

—Stop -with that word ! Recall it as thou liv'st ! 
Doubt one the other if ye please : but doubt 
Not kirn. Be dumb ! He 's here. My Schwanker ; 
ho!— 

{Enter schwanker.) 
Good fellow, we may part to-morrow ; not 
Again to meet. A herald has arriv'd 
To summon me, as I suspect, to Worms. 
A farewell cup with one, who owes thee more 
Than he can now repay, 't were sin t' omit. 
E'en the same brim our friendly lips shall kiss. 
Come, — drink thou first; 

scHWANKEti (taking the Silver Goblet 

from Richard^ and speaking with 

ill-disguised emotion.) 

Perhaps Lion's hearts know not that Fool's eyes are 

sometimes watery with too much laughing. We alwayiS 

wear our cap and bells ; and, at times, to amuse our 

Masters, we hang a pearl on each cheek, and bid our 

voices forth, as through a crack'd reed. There. Take 

a — Fool's — bless-ing; and the Fool will take his 

draught. 

(As he raises the Goblet to his 
lips, Richard snatches it front 
his hold.) 

RICHARD. 

" Confederate " with him I How say ye now ? 

D'ARGENTON. 

My Liege, 't was but a sudden, heedless, thought. 
Which, rising as a bubble, so has vanish'd. 
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SCHW ANKER. 

This is beyond a Foots wisdom. Shall I call Jonas ? 

BICHARD. 

T is neither in thy wisdom, nor thy heart, 
To offer — poison — to Plantagenet. 

SCHWANKER. 

Poison ! — 

{He sinks with emotion on hi^ 
seatf and hides his face in 
silence.) 

BLONDEL. 

Good Schwanker, we have proof, that, in thy absence, 

(Contriv'd by Wallenrode,) a deadly drug 

Was, in the royal wine cup darkly mix'd ! 

Then rouse thee ! Why this show of sadness, when 

A grateful joy should rather overcome thee ? 

(As Blondel leans over Schwan- 
ker*s shoulder^ the latter 
speaks in a low tone of great 
grief.) 

mCHARD. 

What says he, Blondel ? 

BLONDEL. 

tie asks me, why the poison'd cup was offered him ? 

RICHARD. 
Not to remove mistrust in Schwanker's truth ; 
Which never yet was doubted : but to match. 
With one superfluous proof, the subtle Fiend, 
Who else might inculpate ev'n Truth itself. 
Then be not dogged Sir, in sullenness : 
I trusted thee : do thou, in tum^ trust me. 

SCHWANKER. 

There is but one, whom Schwanker cannot trusts 
He '11 never trust the Fool again. He wept e'en now i 
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a Fool should never weep. There stands a poison*d 
cup untouched ; and yet he cannot laugh. A cunning 
gentleman has been o'er-reach'd, and yet he cannot jest 
on ^t. So he has lost his charter ; and his cap and bells 
must go for a cowl and beads. Yet has he hopes in a 
successor; for, when court Fools covet a hermitage, 
cabin'd Hermits may be fools enough to seek the court. 

RICHARD. 

No more o' this. The morrow shall arise 

With brighter thoughts and better hopes. But, now, 

Our special pray'rs and holiest thanks are due 

To the protecting Heaven ! Friend, (to Schwanker) 

Good night : 
And, till we meet again, be this kept close. 
Remove those viands. Fasting well becomes us ! 

d'argenton (as with sudden thought.) 
Hold, Schwanker ! Carefully secure that cup ; 
For 't is a potent witness to be call'd hereafter. 

RICHARD, Cto Schwanker ; with 
significant emphasis.) 
Well thought on ! And, — should Wallenrode demand 
How Richard relish'd supper.? — say, he put 
The Silver Chalice by, to use as he 
Might list, — not being a' thirst when first 't was offer'd 
him. 

(a knocking.) 
Still more confusion ? Schwanker, see who comes. 
Enter a herald. 

HERALD. 

Heav'n shield the captive Richard ! and relieve 
His soul from ev'ry charge now weighs upon 't. 

RICHARD. 

Amen ! Yet, who speaks thus ? thyself^ or master ? 

herald. 
E'en as the Emp'ror prompts, I speak. 
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RICHARD. 

Say on. 

HERALD. 

To meet the charges, on this parchment writ, 
You 're summoned to appear forthwith at Worms ; 
Where, even now, the Diet is assembling 
To hear your pleadings. 

RICHARD. 

Sir, they shall be heard. 

Although prejudging &.ction stop its ears ! 

Then, bid your Emp'ror know, that I demand 

A free arena, from whose roofless walls. 

My voice, like swelling incense, shall ascend. 

And fill the ample dome of Christendom ! 

So ; as obedient to thy Master's word. 

Be true to mine. 

HERALD. 

I shall. Farewell, Sire. 

RICHARD. 

Sir?— 

HERALD. 

I did but bid your Majesty adieu : — 

RICHARD. 

Sir Herald, I am sham'd in having lack'd 
Due courtesy. My mind, just then, was vex'd : 
But pardon me this unintended slight. 
And let me make amends. 

f Richard opens the door to the 
Heraldy and, as the latter 
retires^ utters, with a how, — 
— Sir, with our best. 
We trust you to good fortune. Fare you well. 

Exit HERALD. 

Now, one of ye remain, that I may hear, 

More fully, of this scheme against my life. 

I 2 
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D'ARGENTON. 

Be it I, my Tiege ; for Blondel's more requir'd 
Elsewhere. 

Exit BLONDEL. 
RICHABD. 

Come hither Schwanker. Wear this ring 
In token of our love. Our final leave 
We take to-morrow. 

{Schwanker kneels j kisses the 
Kin^s hand and exit.) 
Tfie scene closes on Richard and D^Argenton. 



SCENE 5. 

AS SCENE 3. 

Enter wallenrode : looking cautiously around, 

WALLENRODE. 

I am but half an adept in this trade. 
My heart is steel —but not well temper'd yet. 
A brief while since, methought I heard the tones 
Of loud dismay. If surely he has drunk, 
As surely I prepared his draught, his eyes 
Ere this are closed, and I 'm at length reveng'd ; 
The parting cup our peace-maker ! 
Lo, Schwanker comes ! O, still thy beating, blood : 
Thy knocking, else, will wake that lightest of 
All slumb'rers— quick suspicion ! — So, good night, — 
{Enter schwanker.) 

SCHWANKER. 

What ?— Count Wallenrode ?— 

WALLENRODE. 

Aye : — how — ^how — g-o-e-s the — ^night Fool ? — 

SCHWANKER. 

When the teeth of noblemen chatter, and the limbs 
of fools shake, it betokens that the night goes coldly. 
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An I had not the warmth of a good conscience for a 
coverlid, I would be bold to beg an extra blanket of 
your honour. 

WALLENRODE. 

Has thy — prisoner— supp'd ? 

SCHWANKER. 

No, Count. He lik*d not the gravy to his capon. 

WALLENRODE, 

Ha — ha. He — ^he 's — dainty for a — Lion heart. 
What ? Hast thou carried — all — away again ? 
SCHWANKER {with marked emphasis,) 
All, save th' accustomed cup of wine, " which he put 
*^ by, to use as he may list ; not being athirst when first 
"'t was offered him." — Give you good night. Count 
Wallenrode. 

Exit SCHWANKER. 
WALLENRODE. 

** Which he put by, to use as he may list !" — 

Strange words ! and utter'd in a tone, methought. 

Prophetical of my defeated purpose ! 

Can it then be, some heav'n-appointed eye 

Has watch'd my footsteps ? — that the searching wind 

Has caught, and borne, and breath'd my mutterings 

Into the ear of some chance listener ? 

This night will be all torture ! Keen suspense, 

(like the overhanging Sword which scar'd repose 

From the Sicilian flatterer,) will make 

Each sleepless hour a night-mare ! — No ; I '11 not 

To bed : but still hold watch, securely hid 

Within the hearing of his chamber. Hark ! 

Ah, no. 'T is but the turmoil of unrest. 

Where Hate and Fear the empery contest. 

And Peace, dethron'd, is exil'd from the breast ! 

Exit 

END OF ACT IIL 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE 1 -W0BM8. 

The GERMAN DIET (Msembled. 

HENRY, Emperor of Germany. 

ARCHBISHOPS of Cologne^ Mayencey and Treves. 

ELECTORS of Saxony y Bavaria j and Brandenburg. 

ARCHDUKE LEOPOLD. 

JONAS, SOLDIERS, SPECTATORS. 

HENRY. 

Princes and Nobles of th' imperial realm : 

In full authority ye are conven'd, 

To yield acquittal, or fit penalty, — 

As innocence, or guilt, shall show itself. 

Upon the daring brow of England's King, 

Richard Plantagenet ; whose Royalty 

Much rev'rence claiming at our hands, still leaves 

More rev'rence due unto the voice of Justice. 

DUKE. 

Should we that voice neglect, 't were scandal to 
The Pope, whose silent sanction of our act 
Is sign that he approves it : — 

SAXON. 

Pause you, there : — 

The Pope approves it not. His silence is 

The stillness which precedes his ire, as calms 

Precede the wrath Volcanic. Be assur'd, 

His excommunication bursts on all 

Who wrong the Captain of the Christian host. 

DUKE. 

So should it upon all who purpose " wrong ;" 
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But, till the PopCi more cleaxlj than through thee. 
Make known his will, we shall proceed, although 
Against ** the Captain of the Christian host.** 

SAXONY. 

Is Truth offended when I call him so ? 

Or Austria bitteiv that Truth so proclaims him ? 

DUKE. 

I tell thee— 

HENRY. 

Austria, peace !— {To one of the soldiers.) Apprize 

Flantagenet, 
We wait his coming. 

RICHARD suddenly enters, foU 
lowed hy d'argenton, blon- 

DEL, and GUARDS. 
RICHARD. 

— — Unappriz'd, he comes ! 
So prompt to meet an enemy's attack, 
He could not wait your signal. Emperor, 
I greet you ! Austria, and Nobles all ; 
A salutation, such as I should give. 
And you from me receive. Take not offence 
If ceremony lack. A Soldier King 
May plainly speak, as suits his Soldiership ; 
And proudly, as becomes his Royalty : 
Nor say I want in humbleness ; since now 
I grant this scrutiny, which, else, no law 
Of earth might authorise. 

HENRY. 

The hand of Heav'n 

Delivers thee to us, its instrument ; 

The voice of Heav'n, — 

RICHARD. 

— O, make not thus of Heav'n 
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A partj to this contest, which but shows^ 
That Jy for men's esteem, my kingly state 
Forego ; and, on that dignity of soul. 
Which poorest peasant bears, alone rely. 

DUKE. 

We 'U hope this " dignity of soul " thou boastest of, 
May prove more firm than did thy pilgrim's stafi*. 
Which broke from under thee at Tours, and show'd 
No pleasing omen. 

RICHARD. 

'T was an omen, which 
Has been fiilfilFd to the disgrace of those, 
Who, oath-engagM to bear me on, did break, 
And leave me aid-less. So, of " omens," talk not. 
Brittle Austria. 

. HENRY. 

Richard of England, have you more to say, 
Before the Herald reads the charges 'gainst you ? 

RICHARD. 

But this. That as, in def 'rence to the world, 
I stand ; so, to the world, this Court shall be 
As open, as the highest peak of Alps 
To the all-casing canopy ; no more. 

HENRY. 

You but anticipate, by loud demand. 
What we, unask'd, had granted. 
Herald, now read o'er the charges. 
HEBALD reads. 
"Before the Imperial Diet, under the Emperor 
Henry of Germany, is Richard Flantagenet to plead 
against the following accusations : — 1st. That he aided 
the Usurper Tancred, of Sicily. 2nd. That he de- 
throned Isaac, the King of Cyprus. 3rd. That he 
obstructed the success of the Christian arms, by his 
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quarrels with Phillip of France. 4th. That he held 
secret conference with Saladin. 5th. That he insulted 
the Empire in an afi&ont offered to the Archduke of 
Austria. 6th. That he was accessory to the murder of 
Conrad Montserrat." — 

HENRY. 

Richard of England, answer to these charges. 

RICHARD. 
(looking round to the whole assembly.) 
To you — the abstract of fair Christendom — I speak. 
Not as exempt from frailties, all men own ; 
Nor as less erring than most Kings are found ; 
But, as not guilty, wherein now I 'm charg'd, 
I truly plead. And is it, then, requir'd 
I answer all these counts ; as if there were, 
In any simple judgment, more than that 
Involving insult to the Duke of Austria, 
Wherein m' accusers think me criminal ? 
They know, at least, that every charge beside, 
Is but a pretext to advance that one. 

VOICES in the crowd. 
Hear Royal Richard ! Hear Plantagenet ! 

HENRY. 

He shall be heard, if you prevent it not 
^With noisy insolence. Plantagenet, 
Accuse us not of cunning " pretext," though 
You crush our charges, as we hope you may. 

(Blondeland L'Argenton whis- 
per Richardy during Henry*s 
speech,) 

RICHARD. 

First, for the charge of league with Saladin, — 
And, next, for that concerning Conrad's death, — 
I boldly, in the face of Heaven ^ as yours, 
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Declare them slanders, wickedly devis'd, 
And damning to their authors ! For the rest ; 
Though true the acts proclaim'd, the actor 's guiltless. 
By aid to Tancred, *t is averr'd I sinn'd, 
Supporting a Usurper. How, then, sinn'd. 
Dethroning Isaac, who (though 't is not here 
Set down) was a Usurper too ? One charge 
The other quits. Your act had been as mine. 
E'en as I found these Kings, I treated them. 
Tancred befriended me ; I serv'd him for 't : 
King Isaac vn-ong'd me ; and I punish'd him. 

Next, it is said, I foil'd the war's success 
By quarrelling with France. Why charge it not 
On France for quarrelling with me ? Is 't, then. 
So poor with France, that Germany must fight 
His battle ? — Or, is France too busily 
Engaged with English traitors ^ to confront 
The English King? 

{Emotion : and voices in the 

crowdy exclaiming "He is, 

Hantagenet !") 
E'en at this hour, (while I am captive here. 
Against each law of Christian memberhood,) 
Is not my brother John in league with France ? 
Are not ye all in league, against the Chief 
Whom all were sworn t' obey ? 

( Voices, " They are. They are !") 

HENRY. 

Richard, 't would better far denote your strength. 
Could you maintain the ground of your defence. 
Recrimination is but a retreat. 

RICHARD. 
Bear with me, friends. I 'm most infirm in this 
My petulance. 
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( Voices. " Go on, Plantagenet.*") 
Now, for th' impeachment on that grand offence, 
To which the others are but tributar}'. 
Thus, then, in brief. Your Duke insulted me. 
As ev'n allow'd by his ally of France, 
Who bade him make amends ; assurM, that I 
Should, then, repent of my retorting act 
Your Duke referred the matter to the Council. 
I offered such repair, as these poor limbs 
Might yield him in the lists. Denied in this, 
I proffer'd, (as each deem'd the other wrong,) 
T exchange forgiveness. Stubborn even here. 
He did refuse my free uncovered hand, 
Ev'n as, before, he had my mailed glove. — 
So much for one deep sworn to charity. 

DUKE. 

Not in mine own, but in the Empire's pride 
I speak. Shall Germany overlook the base 
Indignity to Austria's banner, hurl'd 
In contumely to earth, and trampled on ? 
Flantagenet still speaks, as I were sway'd 
But by my private enmity : — 

mCHARD. 

Nay, juggler, peace ! 

'T was that alone : for, if thy country's pride 

Had mov'd thee, thou hadst met me i' the lists. 

If others did not for thee, it was not 

That they lack'd courage, strength, or skill, to match 

Flantagenet : but, that they saw, my blow 

Was aim'd at thee alone — and only thee concerned. 

{Shouts oj approval.) 

It was, that they had confidently fought 

Beneath my banner — eaten at my board — 

Partaken of my care medicinal : — 

K 2 
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It was, that they had shar'd in victory 
With England's warriors ; and would, again, 
Were Richard there to lead them ! 

(Shouls again J 
Further, say, — 

Was the high cause, in which we all went forth. 
So unabsorbing, as to leave my faults, — 
My pers'nal faults, — an int'rest paramount ? 
Were these enough to turn aside the prow 
Of Vict'ry, when within a bow-shot of 
The port ? And, last of all ; were these enough 
To cause my apprehension, as, disguis'd, 
(For reasons touching only England's state,) 
I sought a passage through your realms ; and thus 
To bring me captive, as a felon, here, — 
Or, as some monster, cag'd for spectacle ? 

(Shouts from the crowd. 
"Noble Plantagenet! Be 
free ! Long live the lion 
hearted !") 
Of what, then, am I guilty ? This alone : — 
Guilty I a«w, of having mov'd supreme 
Among the envious chieftains at Jerusalem ! 
Guilty, of having taught Duke Leopold 
He might not that supremacy contest 
Unpunish'd ! From Saint George's Mount, at Acre„ 
Whereon, by England's banner, he had dar'd 
(In insolent companionship) to place his own, 
I read your Duke a lesson, which yet lives 
In his revengeful memory. I pluck'd 
The flutt'ring ensign of his pride from forth 
Its earthy hold, to trample on 't ; and, like 
It is, that had your Duke himf^Z/'advanc'd, 
I had serv'd him, as I did the hardy fool 
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Who came in his behalf, — lout Wallenrode, — 
Who now, — as if to attest my truth — appears. 
{Enter wallenrode.) 

HENRY. 

But comes he not for that. 'T is now your part 
To meet, with clear disproof, the solemn charge. 
Which the Count Wallenrode has evidence, 
We fear too strongly, to support. Speak, Count. 

WALLENRODE (coweHng under Richard's eye J 
It is a charge I tremble to repeat. 

RICHARD. 

So should false witness " tremble." Well Sir, — on. 

WALLENRODE. 

Who was the murderer of Montserrat ? 

RICHARD. 

Not he, who, without " trembling," hears the charge : 
More likely he who tremblingly prefers it. 
Thine eye, a conscience stricken coward, Sir, 
Still seeks t* avert the challenge of mine own. 

HENRY. 

Now, give the grounds of the accusation. 

WALLENRODE (showing a paper.) 
They are, — this statement by th' Assassin made, 
Who, under warrant from the pris'ner, gave 
The mortal blow : — fall circumstance to show 
That Richard had a motive to the act : — 
And evidence to prove its perpetration. 

RICHARD. 

My friends, I have declar'd me guiltless here ; 
And, as I 'd scorn th^ acquittal, which would rest 
On a mere insufficiency of proof ; 
So, my indignant innocence demands 
You test the witness' character, and prove 
Him capable of truth ! Save he, all here, 
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In their suspicion may be somewhat honest : 

He only is convinc'd that I am clear ! 

Now, mark him. Blondel, D'Argenton ; come forth. 

(Blondel comes forward,) 
Speak, Sir ; what know you of Count Wallenrode ? 

BLONDEL. 

That, as a tainted Soldier of the Cross, 

He may not speak against Plantagenet. 

The mark of thwarted villainy is there 

Upon his fore-head. 'T was this sword, which mark'd 

The brute assaulter of a Virgin's fame ! 

D'ARGENTON. 

(Coming forward with a Silver Goblet J 
The Count is faint ; but here I bring him that 
May give him strength. Refresh thyself with this : — 

WALLENRODE. 

Away ! Why tender ye that cup to me ? 

D'ARGENTON. 

Why should the sight of this fair goblet make 
Thee start ? But drink, thou 'It never start again ! 
'T is the same potion which a 'vengefiil Count 
Once sent a pris'ner King, with view, 't is said. 
To quench his thirst for ever ! But the King, — 
" He put it by, to use as he might list, 
" Not being athirst when first 't was brought to him.'* 

RICHARD. 
'T is a perplexing thing, when poison'd cups 
Return to greet the lips of those who sent them. 

WALLENRODE, 

Where are your proofs that it was I ? — 

RICHARD. 
Bring in your witness. 

(Exit DARGENTON.) 



SCENE I.] RICHARD THE FIRST. 71 

WALLENRODE. 

Who may not fall before conspiracy ? 
Count Meinhard and the Duke will speak for me. 
{Enter dargenton and teresa.) 
(aside.J 
And, if I brave not this, I 'm lost : — 'T is she ! — 

He falls backy confounded. 

RICHARD. 
Behold, my friends ; the chosen advocate 
Of Justice 'cause, — retain'd, especially. 
To vindicate the measures of the Diet, — 
Chok'd by th' untasted drink of his own cup ; 
And paralys'd at sight of a fair girl ! 
Speak, Maiden, to your knowledge of the Count. 

(Blondel leads Teresa forward,) 
TERESA, {to the Emperor, 8fc.) 
May *t please your Majesty ; your Highness ; Lords ; — 
When at Vienna, where I came to seek 
Protection from Count Wallenrode, (whom still 
I fear'd,) chance brought him unexpectedly 
Before me (I unseen) i' th' Archduke's palace. 
O'er hearing him declare his dread resolves 
Upon the pris'ner King, I follow'd him ; 
And saw him pour into yon silver cup 
The liquid he proclaim'd most deadly ; then 
Beheld him steal away in fiend-like joy 
At thought of his anticipated vengeance ! 

f Blondel conducts her to the 
side again J 

HENRY. 

I sway 'twixt grief and wonder ! Leopold 
And Meinhard ; ye were call'd upon to speak 
In Wallenrode's behalf Why are ye silent ? 
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DUKE. 

My Liege, I trust the Count will prove himself 
Not quite so blackened as these witnesses 
Would seem to shew ; albeit we must admit 
Appearances are damning. 

MEINHARD. 

And, for me, — 

As Conrad's relative, I am content 

To waive the further question of his death ; 

For 1 was never willing it should thus, 

WALLENRODE. 

Hold ! faithless partners of mj baffled scheme ! — 
For such 1 here proclaim ye ! 

DUKE. 

Villain ! False. 

'T is true we sought thy aid, to prove the truth 
Of what we truly did suspect ; but not 
Thy help as an Assassin. 

RICHARD. 

I believe 't. 

Although I think but meanly of thee, Duke, 

I am assur'd thou art no murderer. 

Thy aim was simply to enrich thy stores 

With honey ;— not to kill the bee. And, now, — 

(turning to Wallenrode.) 
How say'st thou, Count ? Shall I, on thy behalf, 
Implore from this high Court the pardon, which 
I freely, in example, yield ? — Nay, speak. 

(Wallenrode kneels to Richard,) 
So, — thou art now the guilty one confessed.' 
I wish from thee no more ; save thou 'It admit, 
Thy whole attempt, to stain me with the blood 
Of Conrad's murder, was a scheme devis'd 
In cunning hate. 
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WALLENRODE. 

I do confess it so. 

RICHARD. 

Then will I pray thy country, to reward 
My undeserv'd attaint, with thy forgiveness. 

TERESA (advancing and kneeling to Henry.) 
In aid of which most royal prayer, I make 
My own. Forgiveness for Count Wallenrode. 

{Blondel raises her, and again 
conducts her to the side.) 

HENRY. 

The Count's dark guilt confessed, it but remains 
To bind him as a prisoner to the state ; 
Until we learn how far the Law can yield ; 
Replying to fair Mercy's eloquence. 
Go. Let a guard conduct him to the castle. 

Exit WAILENRODB guarded. 
Plantagenet, believe it, we rejoice 
In this your full acquittal on the charge 
Of Conrad's death. But still, we have it left. 
To estimate the less conclusive pleas 
You urge, against the charges yet remaining. 

DUKE. 

Pardon my Liege ; 't is said that all, save one. 
Were added in despight, lest that should fail. 
As prosecutor, I withdraw the rest ; 
And leave the Fifth, alone, to stand for sentence. 

HENRY. 

Well pleas'd we are, this labour 's so abridg'd. 

King Richard ;— though we deem the charge is prov'd, 

(Ev'n by your own avowal,) of affront to us, 

In the dishonour of the Ducal banner, — 

Still, shall the penalty exceed no more, 

Than these poor Knights alone,— (yourself let free, — ) 
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May answer for. As hostages they rest. 
Till ransom bid them home. 

Blandel and VArgenion kneel to Henry, 

BLONDEL. 

Most gracious Sir ; — 

We kneel in grateful homage. Bondage comes 
More welcome fSEu: to us^ than freedom to 
Our King. 

RICHARD. 

— I Tl use it for your own, my friends. 
My liege, I will not canl with your terms ; 
But here extend the hand of fellowship. 
And yoUy Duke, — be our only future strife 
A struggle for superior Soldership 
In the great common Cause : for yet, I trust,—* 
Beneath some ruling banner, (be it yours 
Or mine I care not, — ) to cry ** Victory " 
Upon the loftiest turret of Jerusalem ! 

(ShouUfrom the crowd.) 
(The Emperor descends and converses apart.) 
Count Meinhard, learn your duty to your chief. 
When next you catch a ^^ Lion,**— (ha, ha, ha,) 
Remember your ** true Prince f nor seek t* evade 
His privileges paramount. If you. 
With subject loyalty and open truth. 
Had yielded up the Lion*s body ; he 
Your Emperor, might have repaid you with 
The Lion's skin. As *t is, you are bereft 
Of all— save knowledge in the frailty of 
Your window-bars and watch-men. Ah, my friend s— 
(To Jonas who comes forward,) 
I saw thee not before. Thou art the sage 
Shall teach us wisdom. Yet, I pray ye, where,— 
0, where '« the Fool ?— 
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DUKE. 

The Fool and I have parted. 

SAXONY fasidej 
That 's not so sure, though Schwanker is away. 
RICHARD (io Blondel and UArgenUmJ 
LovM friends, adieu ! Ere London greets her King, 
Your ransoms shall be paid. For this fair girl, 
I have a shrewd, divining eye, detects 
Some sign that we shall meet again, 

{looking at Blondel and Terem.) 

TRRESA. 

My Liege ; 

If you have reason to suspect, that on 
A maid so lowly, the too favoring glance 
Of gentle Blondel hath debased itself; 
I do beseech you, not to chasten him. 
Beyond the poor denial of his wish. 

RICHARD. 

Tyrant in mercy \ Why, what could I more ? 

TERESA. 

Deny him your continued favor, — or 
Accost him with invective, — 

RICHARD. 

As I shall 

Assuredly, if, as his wedded wife, 

Thou com^st not with him home« His prison task 

Shall be to woo thee. If he win thee not, 

He ^n well deserve in prison to remain, 

RENRV feominf /orward^J 

Plantagenet, farewell ! Our orders have 

Been giv^n, for escort to attend you to 

The coast, where waits a ship to waft you on. 

Hail ; in the name of all assembled hare ! 

And, in the name of all, — Adieu ! • 

h 2 
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RICHARD. 

Thanks, once for all. The watch-man cries, 't is time ! 
Post haste to England ! for thus runs the rhyme : — 
^^ Long have the Mice enjojM their furtive roam ; 
" Nor let them vanish, till the Cat come home !'* 
In treason's conclave may they still be met, — 
The ready prey of Ejmg Plantagenet ! 

(Exeunt omnesj 



END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

LONDON. 

SCENE 1 -VIEW OF THE WHITE TOWER, AND OF 

LONDON BRIDGE; 

The latter in progress of building. 

Enter citizen and messenger. 

CITIZEN. 

Welcome again to England. 

MESSENGER. 

Not more welcome, than England is to me. Let 
him, who would value the home of his birth, betake him 
to his travels. He shall find, that where it pleased 
heav^ to plant his infancy, are the air and soil most 
nourishing his manhood. 

CITIZEN. 

And how looks London to your trained eye ? 

MESSENGER. 

Rather as promising unequalled power, than yet pos- 
sessing it : a lusty Babe, whose swelling sinews foretell 
the future Giant. The young Hercules, freed from his 
cradle, — (the Tower of Rufiis, yonder,) (pointing to 
the White Tower) is now flinging his arms across the 
breast of old father Thames, as who should say, ** ITl 
bring your banks together, yet leave your current free." 
I see a spirit in those vaults, now bridging o'er the 
stream, that shall make our City's commerce with the 
world, as facile as the way from hence to Southwark. 

CITIZEN. 

I would, that you could say more of Richard ? — 
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ME8SEN0ER. 

I have, within this half-hour, left despatches of deep 
import with the Barons and Prince John : but their 
contents are secret. All, I truly know, I '11 tell thee as 
we pass. 

CITIZEN. ' 

Lo ! who comes here ? — 

MESSENGER. 

No other than Prince John himself ! He has just 
quitted the Tower. Come, let us on. I 'd not be seen 
by him. 

CITIZEN. 

Have with you. 

E^veunt. 
Enter fringe john. 

JOHN. 

Now, if most flattering semblance be not false, 

Proud Hope sees Promise lead her on 1 The King ' 

Is packed, where, not his prison walls alone, 

But foreign envy, and domestic hate. 

With the conspiring interests of France, 

Must needs perpetuate bis bondage ; till 

The Soul, thus circled round with base indignities. 

Will, in its writhings, Scorpion-like, let free 

His tortured life ! The Barons I may call 

Mine own, — rememVring how they gladly sought 

My influence in Longchamp^s fall : while deeds 

Of special favor win the citizens. 

Who, at the least, Successor to the throne, 

(In lieu of the boy Arthur,) have declar'd me. 

Ah !— good Fit^urse : — 

Enter fitzurse. 
fitzurse. 
—And ** good " my news, thus far ; — 
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That, to the several castles, armed in 

Your cause, the tow'r of Nottingham is added. 

JOHN. 

Good, thus far, — as thou say'st. What comes to mar 
it? 

FITZURSE. 

The mother Queen ! I would that she were with us : — 
Her will, more potent than your strongest towV. 

JOHN. 

Discomforter ! I '11 swear it is thy joy 

To plague me with these fear suggested thoughts ! 

Look cheerfully. What messenger is here ? — 

[Enter an attendant, who de- 
livers a letter and exit. 
JOHN reads. 
" Sentence !" * * * « heavy ransom " * * charge of— 

What!— 
'* Cimnt fVallenrode "****« in proof against him:' 
Fitzurse ; — ^here 's news, indeed, beyond our hopes ! 
I 'm here informed, that, ere this reaches us, 
Th' Imperial Diet will have judged my Brother, 

Charged with Lord Conrad's murder ! — to the which 

A Oeiman Count will speak in certain proof! 

fitzurse. 
If he be guilty, — 

JOHN. 

" (fhe be guilty ?" There the question lies not. 
Let but his judges think him so ; and I 
Am well content to know him innocent. 

FITZURSE, 

I see, as you would have me. 

JOHN. 

O, Fitzurse, 

Then dost thou clearly see my speediest way 
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To reach the crown ! My mind, Fitzurse, is fix'd ; 

FITZURSE. 
As mine, to aid you in your heart's resolve. 

JOHN. 

Send round, then, to my sev'ral castle holds \ 

Let all unite, in formal requisition, 

That I should mount a justly forfeited — 

And a too long deserted — throne. Then ; mark :— 

Go to the citizens. Be loud, in sad 

Complaints of insult to their loyalty. 

By one, who, in the false assumption of 

Religious zeal, involy'd his country in 

Disgraceful poverty ; and, now, has fall'n 

From all men's love, by — an infernal deed 

Of blood ! Then, speak of un-ldng'd England ! In 

This din, our Mother's voice shall be unheard ; — 

And Arthur's hope for ever crush'd ! Away ! — 

Exeunt 



SCENE 2 -AN APABTMENT IN THE KING'S 

PALACE. 
Enter the queens, eleanor, and berengarta. 

BERENGARIA. 

O, my dear Mother ! In this torturing hour, — 
When the next coming minute may declare 
That I have lost a Husband, you a Son, 
And England her lov'd King, — how can you wear 
That look, which seems like calm indifference ? 

ELEANOR. 

I am the Mother, girl, of CoBur de Lion ! 
In drawing from these breasts his quality, 
He not diminish'd mine. I neither dream 
In hope, nor wake in fear ; but ever keep 
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My resolution prompt for aught may happen. 

BERENGARIA. 

Alas ! It is, at once, my pride and woe, 
To mate with one, whose height supreme, not less 
Endangers than distinguishes. O say ; — 
Dost think they '11 dare to suffer perjur'd hate 
To taint his honor, or to touch his life ? 

ELEANOR. 
I think of nothing, save, that by their acts 
I 'U measure my revenge ! Be certain, girl. 
They '11 "dare" do more than heav'n will warrant 

them; 
And, let them live assur'd, I 'U do no less. 

{Enter Leicester.) 
My Leicester, welcome ! — Of your victory 
At Rouen over Phillip, I have heard. 
Then, what of CoDur de Lion ? Speak to that. 

LEICESTER. 

The German Diet has acquitted him 
Of ev'ry charge, except the one of wrong 
To Austria's banner ; on the which they claim 
Twelve thousand marks, as fine ; detaining him 
Until the ransom shall be forwarded : — 

(aside,) 
Heav'n pardon me the lie of his detention. 

BERENGARIA. 

Then is he living ; safe : in honor clear ! 
I shaU be happy yet ! Twelve thousand marks ? 
Why, 't is not more than by the sale of our 
Court jewels we can raise immediately. 
Meanwhile, let hostages — - 

ELEANOR. 

— Be silent, pray. 

I could at once command the doubled sum ; 
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But we must meet the Council first, to learn 
If, in the payment, England's dignity 
Remain uncompromis'd. 

BERENGARIA. 
And I, the while, 

Not worth a fav'ring thought. So 't is, that she. 
Whom, till he wins her, man more covets than 
A Kingdom's self; is, afterwards, dispriz'd. 
As of less import than th' observance of 
Its empty ceremonials : — 

ELEANOR. 

Pr'y thee, peace ; 

Or I may lose my patience : — 

BERENGARIA. 
If you doubt 

That Richard's liberty, — (your Royal Son's — ) 
Is worth a paltry purse, pray offer me; 
With many more, more precious far than I — 
More fair, more fruitfiil ; and perchance as fond 
Of their true lords ; — who '11 go with me, and stay 
As hostages ; to be deserted, or, in time 
Redeem'd, as may the Council and yourself 
Decide at slowest leisure. O, my heart ! — 

LEICESTER. 

Your Majesty should know, that we obey. 
As we believe, your Royal Richard's will : — 

BERENGARIA. 

Which you, of course, know better than his wife. 

ELEANOR. 

Of course / do, — else am not I his Mother. 
When you have clos'd this show of silly love, 
(Well in a maid of rustic cot and garb) 
I '11 speak, — 
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BERENGARIA. 

O, dear my Mother, pardon me. ( kneeling to Eleanor,) 
A Princess, may your pity well deserve, 
As e'er a neatherd's daughter. 

ELEANOR. 

All 's forgiv'n. 

Lord Leicester ; thou 'It convene the Barons. When 

Tliey are assembled, call me to attend tliem. 

[Exit LEICESTER 
BERENGARIA. 

Am I forgiv'n ? — O, I am most weak. 

Let me be with you. Leave me not alone. 

ELEANOR. 

Bride of the Lion Hearted/ Come along. 

Ea:eunt 



SCENE 3 -AN APAETMENT IN JOHN'S PALACE. 

JOHN. 

f pacing to and fro,) 
Yet, — should these thankless Barons play me false, 
(And I believe, with Fitzurse, they are more 
Obedient to my Mother, than myself,) 
I '11 move my pow'rs upon them at all risks ! 
Enter fitzurse. 

FITZURSE. 
1 come, with still improving hopes, Prince John 
May soon prepare him for his coronation. 

JOHN. 

Let but the coronation be prepar'd, 

Prince John will not be lacking. So, proceed. 

FITZURSE. 

Rumour, at least, most broadly trumpets forth. 

That Richard has been poison'd ! 

M 2 
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JOHN. 

Let the sound 

Go freely through mens ears. Though it be false, 

I 'U act as it were truth. Who brings the news ? 

FITZURSE. 

An 't please your Highness, e'en the Mayor of London. 

JOHN. 

It pleases much. Hast, then, addressed the citizens i 

FITZURSE. 

I was about to do 't, (your orders to 
The several castles having been despatched,) 
When, as I sought the Mayor, I met him, hot 
In chase of you. 

JOHN. 

Well, Sir, why comes he not ? 

FITZURSE. 

He 's in attendance with his oflScers. 

JOHN. 

In fairest time they come I Conduct them in. 

[Eani FITZURSE. 

Now must my tongue perform its subtlest. So — 
f Re-enter fitzurse taith mayor and others J 
My good chief Magistrate, and gentle friends : — 
You will believe the knell of Richard's death 
Sounds heavy in my ears ! — But, 't is not now 
For private woes to clog the exercise 
Of that we owe our country, orphan'd in 
My Brother's loss. Although I could desire 
Some pause, to fit me for the regal task, 
Impos'd by your kind attestation of 
My right successive unto England's throne,- 
I yet submit, that you give instant aid 
To seat me on 't secure. So, you '11 avert 
The certain contest which delay will raise. 
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Between myself your chosen, and the boy — 
Young Arthur ; give a check to civil broil ; 
And still augment your city's privilege. 

MAYOR. 

Your Highness ; when the King's death is confirm'd, 
We shall devoutly cry " God save King John." 
Meanwhile, our voices shall be loud to urge 
Your sole appointment to the Regency. 

JOHN. 

Lieutenant for Prince Arthur ! Be it so. 

While you the formal confirmation wait, 

Of Richard's death, the brat you would proscribe 

Purloins the crown ; and, wearing it, forgets 

Not those, who sought to give it to another. 

If, with the Barons, any scruple rest, 

'T is, that they are not full assur'd, how stands 

The City's will. 

FiTZURSE ("aside to John J 
Your Highness ! Hither comes 
The Earl of Leicester from the conference. 

JOHN (aside to FitzurseJ 
I '11 manage him. 

(aloudj 
Most opportunely comes the gallant Leicester. 

{Enter Leicester.) 
Good, my Lord Leicester ; never came the dawn 
More closely on the dusky train of night. 
Than you to banish our last shade of doubt. 
We, all here, think the present juncture calls 
For that decisive act, which will supply, 
At once, a tenant to the English throne, — 
So long — so lamentably — tenantless. 
The Barons, questionless, (who 've had my aid. 
In much that leaves them pregnant hope of more,) 
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Will not oppose the City's firm resolve 
In favor of my right, without delay. 
To mount that throne, as the accepted heir 
Of Richard, now deceased. 

< LEICESTER. 

Yet, pardon me. 

The Barons, with Queen Eleanor, have met, 
And e'en refuse your Highness' Regency, — 
Much less allow your claims unto the crown. 

JOHN. 

My curses on them ! Thankless villains all. 
Bid them defiance Leicester ! Dost thou hear ? 
Though Coeur de Lion's ghost should lead them on, 
We '11 beat them into mute obedience. 
Enter an attendant 
f Who delivers a paper J 

ATTENDANT. 

An 't please your Highness, one, in desp'rate haste. 
As he pass'd by the palace door, threw this 
Into the Vestibule. 

[Eant ATTENDANT. 

JOHN (reading to himself J 
" John of Plantagenet, be quick to see ; — 
" For — Hell is open, — and the Devil fi:ee !" 

(To Fitzurse.J 
Fitzurse ! The game is up. D' ye guess as I do ? 

FiTZURSE (aside to John J 
Nay, I 'm bewilder'd in my thought : — 

JOHN (aMe.) 
As I am in my fears ! — 

LEICESTER. 

Is it your Highness' pleasure I should bear 
This message to the Barons ? 

JOHN. 

Insolent ! — 
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Bear what thou wilt, so hence thou bear'st thyself. 

(aside to FitzurseJ 
Fitzurse. Come close. / know the hand. Look thou. 

FiTZURSE (aside. J 
I know it now. 

JOHN (aside.) 
A friendly one, which thus 
Would give us timely warning. 

(aloud to Leicester.) 

—Well, Sir? Why 
Art thou not gone ? — Go, tell the Barons this ; — 
They '11 rue the factious wantonness, which spum'd 
My courtesy, in asking their concession 
Unto the right they Ve not the pow'r t' oppose. 

LEICESTER. 

I shall report your answer faithfully. 

[Exit LEICESTER. 

JOHN (abstractedly.) 
Fitzurse : — 

FITZURSE. 

Your Highness ? — 

JOHN (recovering himself on seeing the Mayor.) 
O, — my honor'd friend, 
I crave your pardon ; but this insolence. 
Causing fierce wrath, like a galFd steed to rear, 
Unhors'd my patience. Pray retire awhile. 
We '11 shortly speak again. I '11 send for you. 

MAYOR. 

We leave our duty ever with your Highness. 

Exeunt mayor and officers. 

JOHN. 

Fitzurse ! 'T is plain that Richard has escaped ! 

fitzurse. 
But not so sure that he has made these shores. 
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Although he reach the water's eastern side, 
The scout-lin'd coasts will stop his further way. 

JOHN. 

Still we lack scouts to stop his landing here, 

FITZURSE. 

/ '11 see to that. Meanwhile, be 't yours to urge 
The strong command you hold o'er many hearts. 
Your sev'ral truest Knights are here at hand. 
This instant, muster them and theirs ; and, by 
The City's high authority sustain'd, 
Surprise the Barons. Panic be our word ! 
That magic spell, which strikes the mightiest ; 
And, to the weakest, in the interval 
Of stupor's influence, the Vict'ry gives ! — 

JOHN. 

Thou counsell'st well. O'er leap all thought's delay : 
Now, for my final night, or opening day ! 

Exeunt, 



SCENE 5.-C0UNCIL OF BARONS. 

LEICESTER. 

Such his reply. Assur'd of Richard's death. 

He claims the throne ; defies your " faction's " pow'r ; 

And your intent arraigns, as that of men 

Resolv'd on civil war. 

Enter queen eleanoh. 

ELEANOR. 

What did I hear ?— 

Who speaks of Richard's death, speaks treason ! Say ; 

Do ye remit the gold for Richard's ransom ? 

LEICESTER. 

With all speed, 't will be forwarded by me. 

{Enter queen bbrenoaria in 
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gt^di Alarm^ folldited 0jf 
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BERElNGARtA. 

MiMhftlP ! H6i^ id fielfd will tiy your strength : 
For me^ I SAhk beneath mf nliseries ! 

iSAe «tiiA:« on a couch. 
Eleanor. 

1 Mk &mft2'd ! "T id purely D'Argenton ? 

LEICESTER. 

ADd tiloiiddl. Missives, ^ho went forth, in search 
Of Cd^ur dd tion. 

ELEANOR. 

Of <tld Kinj; what tidings f 

D'ARGE^JTON. 

Wd ai^ o'er-come lurith fearftd apprehension. 
At Ending not King Kichard here before us ! 
Myself and Blondel, for the ransom ask'd, 
Were as securities retain'd. The King, 
Without delay, left Worms for England ; and, 
As we supposed, must safely have arriv'd, — 
Since duly came the gold for our release. 

BERENGARIA. 

O, he has perished ! Pitying death, relieve me' ! 

Eleanor comforts Berengaria. 
Enter suddenly ^ofiN, fItzurse, armed nobles, 
and citizens. 

JOHN. 

Now, thanMefss', sceptical, and factious lords ! 
See, here, th' epitome of multitudes, 
ArmM ready in our cause f Ere your faint word 
For mustcfring your scatterM pow'rs could forth, 

N 
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Our readj strength would baffle all your schemes, 
Make pale your hope, nor leave you e'en a claim 
To mercy ! Hear you this, my Mother Queen ! 
Bid Faction, nerveless, into nothing shrink ; 
And look upon your King !— 

(At this moment, a folding door 
at the back of the Stage is 
burst open, and Richard, 
accompanied by his armed 
Barons, appears. John^s 
party and the Queen's fall 
back on opposite sides. After 
Richard! s first words, Beren- 
garia, with a shriek, rushes 
into his arms. Eleanor 
remains fixed in surprise. 
Blondel, UArgenton, and 
Teresa, with the Monk, group 
themselves behind Richard.) 

RICHARD. 

Behold him herb! — 

LEICESTER and barons. 
{kneeling.) 
Long live King Richard ! — 

RICHARD. 

Rise, my good friends. ^ 

Thou basest scion of 

A sainted father's stock ! The " multitudes '* 

Thou boastest : bring them forth, in all their might 

Of villainy and arms ; and let them rush 

(Like empty foam, swept from the curling wave 

By sportive winds,) upon this breast of rock ! 

Back ! thou light froth of royalty, self-spent 

And spatter'd by the gust which raisM thee ! Back !. 
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Why John, — why John ; — where is thy fury now ? 
WiMse ** hopes " are now " made pale ?" Whose 

" baffled schemes " 
** Leave them no claims to mercy ?" And whose " faction 
Shrinks nerveless into nothing ?** Hear'st thou ? Speak. 
— What ; not a word ? And no one to speak for thee ? 
Where 's thy liege lord of France ? At hand to help 

thee? 
Or has he, on his distant seat secure, 
Seduc'd, but to betray thee ? — Baffled fool ! 
— My gentle Queen. O, bless thee, my sweet love ! 
My Mother, too ! Yet, hold thee back awhile. 
Teresa ? — good. Tend thy new Mistress, girl, 

(Handing Teresa to Berengaria. 
They talk apart. Eleanor 
and Leicester also converse.) 
Save ye, my Barons true ! I tell thee, John^ 
Though darkly did we picture thy misdeeds, 
Their blackness far exceeds. 'T was plotted, we 
Should, in concealment, listen to thy words ; 
And, unexpectedly, appear, to change to joy 
A Brother's grief oX our supposed death. 
This had we done with calm and kingly tone ; 
But, taking, from thy own, our passion's pitch, 
'T is like we have forgot our dignity. 

JOHN. 

Your Majesty should know, I am not yet 

So guilty — nor your friends, (since they from me 

Will separate themselves,) so innocent 

As you may deem them. Although England's King ; 

You 're yet the subject vassal of deception. 

Impeach me, ev'n of treason, if you will ; 

But wait the issue of my aim to prove 

That I 'm still worthy of a Brother's love. 

N 2 
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RICHARD. 

Of me thou may'st be worthy. That *8 not much ; — 
For I have many sins to answer for ! 

(Kneeling to Eleanor:) 
iSy Mother : ere I rise, your bkssing on 
An erring Son ; who, by the Fates of late 
Chastised severely, begs you '11 intercede 
'T obtain his subjects* pardon for those faults 
Whereof he *s guilty ; and, in sense of which, 
He begs for grace towards a like erring bother. 

(Rising and turning to the Barfkne:) 
Look not displeased at this our leniency ; 
But think, I pray ye, on the thousand morc^ 
Whose equal crime would call for equal law, 
And }eave, at least, our Brother's person free. 
His lands are confiscate. His title to 
The crown we do suspend. His liberty 
Alone we ask. What ? frowning on us still ^ 

(To John aside:) 
Thou see'st John, I Ve some angry Barons here. 
Go, slip behind thy Mothei^s petticoat : 
There hide thee, till their ire be pacified. 

JOHN. 

'T is still our motives only wiH prerfd), 

To damn— or to acquit us. These proud Lords, — 

RICHARD (interrupting him aside:) 
Thou stubborn fellow, hence ! Nto more-^bu* llii* ^— 
May I forget thy crimes, as soon as thou 'h 
Forget my pardon. Go. 

JOHN. 

Adieu, my Liege. 

Reply is here denied me. We shall meet 

Elsewhere, to show where treason lurks indeed. 

Exit JOHN. FrrzuRSKyb/fot^tM^: 
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BERENOARIA. 

(advancing with imploring /ondntMt: J 
O, my dear Husband : — 

RICHARD. 

Love ! A minute yet : — 
niSQiBe!— 

FITZURSE (returning: J 
My liege ? — 

miCRARB foiide to Fitxmne:) 
He *8 not alone to blame. 

Thou *8t help'd him into mischief. Help him, still. 
Tboa nnderstand'st ^ There 's honesty 'mong rogues.** 
I would not bare him hang himself, nor drown : 
Nor will I Tisit thy continued love 
Fbr him, (if love thou ever hadst,) with frowns. 

[Exit FIT2UBaE. 
A moment more, my Berengaria : — 
Sir, my good Mayor, I joy in the belief 
Thou vvert not wholly with our Brother :— 

MAYOR 
RICHARD. 

^p«p» yoRV excYtses. We will urge but thia» — 
nat, in your fellowships you be more choke. 
And to your choice more true. Enough. Adieu. 

Exeunt mayor and cixiZBNa. 

BERENOARIA. 

Now Richard, look' upon me. Sure^ a wexd 

May be allow'd me now. (Richard embraces her.) 

What moves you thus ? 

RICHARf^. 

Bv^ m th» iiihiess of ny joy, there *s yet 
A sens# of want. MyFod:-^ 
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BERENGARiA (moriifiedj 
Your fool, my Lord. 

LEICESTER. 

Here is a Monk, my Liege, will tell you all 
Has happened to that Fool. Ho, friar ! Now : 
Declare for Schwanker ; — such, I think, his name. 

RICHARD. 

Aye, and let ev'ry one of wit and worth. 
Whose head and heart are rivals for our praise. 
Still hold that name in honor. Now Monk, speak 
He in the Monk's dress. 
When Schwanker (as your Majesty may remember) 
began to hold his folly in mistrust, (as fearing, since it 
had served a new Master, that it might bring him into 
disgrace with his old one, and, possibly, put him on 
his trial before the Diet,) he thought 't was time to put 
it by. 

RICHARD. 

How may a Fool's wit carry danger with it ? 
He IN THE Monk's dress. 
Nay, an it please your Majesty ; how our folly may 
betray us to the jailer and the judge, your Majesty can 
best demonstrate. As for poor Schwanker, (whom we 
now lament,) he concealed his cap and bells; and, 
taking up a cowl and beads, went forth a Hermit. What 
became of him, neither Duke nor Devil knew ; but, 
should I show you, now, what Schwanker truly w, your 
Majesty would swear, that he is still a Fool. 

RICHARD. 

If Schwanker spoke not then, ne'r spoke a Fool ; 

So doff thy cowl and beads, and be thyself. 

The Monk's disguise is ihroten 
off^ and schwanker- is re- 
vealed. 
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SCHWANKER4 
A Fool, as ever : but— your Majesty's. 

RICHARD. 

Mine to the last* My joy is now complete ! 

fembrticing BerengariaJ 
This is the sum of all. I reached these shores 
In secrecy : to Leicester only known* 
His means, good D'Argenton and Blondel, gained 
Your liberation. We but waited, then, 
Our Brother's ripen'd schemes, — to crush them, as 
You Ve seen. And now. Sir Minstrel, briefly say, — 
As touching fair Teresa. 

BLONDEL. 

She is mine 

As fast in wedlock as your Queen and self. 

TERESA. 

And may your Majesty rule England's love, 
E'en as you sway my royal Mistress' heart; 
And as your Minstrel is the Lord of mine. 

RICHARD. 

My Mother ! (embracing her J 

ELEANOR. 

Richard, I am proud to be so. 

Ere now, I was a Lioness in thy 

Behoof: — but, see : I 'm tam'd to tenderness. 

BEREN6ARIA. 
And /, not wanting, Mother — was I ? — in 
The rage became the Lion's mate ? 

ELEANOR. 

O, no !— 

RICHARD. 

My Berengaria, take this gentle one 

f pointing to Teresa J 
Ev'n to your inmost heart. Behold, in her, 
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The appointed guardian of your Richard's life. 

As hoW| (with other wondrous fire-side tales,) 

You shall be told anon. Impatient love. 

Now claims our homage. We have, yet, to meet 

Our loyal Lords and Subjects ; and to greet 

The loud and general shout, which Richard knowS|--^ 

In spite of Richard's faults, and Richard's foes/— 

In spite of truth's appeal, and falsehood's stain, — 

Shall bid him welcome to his own again !— 

The euriain/aUi. 



EPILOGUE. 
Spoken J in character^ by the Performers 0/ queen 

ELEANOR, QUEEN BERENGARIA, and SCHWANKER. 

Enter eleanor and berengaria. 

BERENGARIA. 

Well, my dear Mother Queen, I needs must say 

We Ve not had much to do in this new play ; 

And, 'twixt ourselves, were I a weekly critick 

I 'd have a hit at this same Mr. Wightwick. 

A peasant girl his heroine appears, 

In every Act ; while we, like slow arrears, 

Come in, to remedy omissions past. 

And grace the closing scenes of Act the last. 

ELEANOR. 
Yes : and, for this, our royal robes we don, 
To give a welcome to my saucy Son ; 
Who, after all that had been done to rout us, 
Seem'd not to care a cockle-shell about us. 
In short, my love, to me 't is very plain, 
That uje are added — just as your smart train — 
To give a sweeping finish to the rest 
Of the gay mode in which the play is drest. 

BERENGARIA. 

'T is so indeed. But, mostly, I am heated 
At the cool way in which a Wife is treated ! 
I '11 swear 't is adverse to all right and rule, — 

SCHWANKER (entering) 
Madam : — ^no swearing : — 

BERENGARIA. 

Dont you be a fool. 
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SCHWANKER. 

Nay, Madam : what I a»i, I needs must be ; 
Or else, you bid one look, who cannot see. 

ELEANOR. 

What would you, Schwanker ? 

SCHWANKER. 

— From the Eong I come, 
To bid his Wife immediately run home. 

BERENGARIA. 

Then, from the Queen, I bid your instant wing. 
To tell her Husband, — she '11 do no such thing. 
Tell him, his reign is ended : mine begins : 
So, let him now repent of all his sins 
Of absence and neglect. No more he speaks 
An Author's language with unblushing checks. 
Here^ he play'd C(EUR de Lion — scarcely civil : 
But in my house, he '11 find / '11 play 

SCHWANKER. 

the Devil ! 

ELEANOR. 

Who taught you. Sir, to put that naughty name 
Into a Lady's mouth ? — 

SCHWANKER. 

^Your pardon. Dame ; 

I took it out. 

BERENGARIA. 

This fooling 's stale and flat. 

Come hither, Sir ! 

SCHWANKER. 

Not such a fool as that. 

I see your fingers itching ; and my ears 
Already tingle with prophetic fears. 

ELEANOR. 

Impertinent ! 'T is clear, that, on the Stage 
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We vainly seek our anger to assuage : 

Then let us look for friends before the curtain : 

There we shall £nd some sympathy ; that 's certain. 

BERENGARIA. 

I '11 try it. Gentlemen and Ladies ; we 

Desire, at least, to greet you gratefully. 

'T is only hop'd, we have, (as servants true,) 

Done well, the little we have had to do. 

Perhaps, a Son's distinction ought to smother 

All selfish aims, and satisfy a Mother ; 

Nor should / ere forget, that, in this life, 

A meek, retiring part, befits the Wife. 

Forgive us, then, if thus, the play concluded. 

Our presence is, in Epilogue obtruded. 

Do you but say our richard has succeeded ; 

And we, oxxiselveiy shall grant, no more is needed. 

Exeunt. 



THE END. 
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